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W ITH R W ITH0UT Power f 



HOW often have we prayed, "Lord, give me a 
love for souls." How are we going to get it? 
By dwelling with the King. How often 
have we prayed, "Lord, give me an eye to see and 
an heart to feel, and an. arm to lift burdens, and 
feet that are swift to run the errands of love and 
mercy." How is this all to be brought about? By 
dwelling with the King until His interests com- 
pletely absorb our life, completely possess us and 
we say with Paul, "For me to live is Christ." 

Heaven is Just the Doxology 

If you dwell with the King then everything 
you need is His responsibility. He must clothe 
you; He must feed you; He must give you 
weapons if you are to fight; He must give you 
implements if you are to dig and delve. All your 
sufficiency is His responsibility. And He will never 
fail of it. There is not one day that will make 
demands on you that His grace will not be won- 
derfully sufficient. 

They dwell with the King for His work! Not 
merely for pleasure, not merely that their ambi- 
tions might be stirred, that they might delight 
themselves in His beauty and strength, that they 
might feast themselves upon His rich provisions; 
not so, they dwell there for work — work spelled 
with a capital "W," duty with a capital "D." 
Work is the thing we are saved for. When first 
we were saved we thought it was for Heaven. 
Now we have learned that in the Divine Program 
Heaven is just the Doxology. Meanwhile, between 
the Cross and the Crown, there is for everyone of 
us work that is His work. 

We have not all got the same work to do. Some 
of these were hedgers, some were men who worked 



This Challengeful Article, which commenced 

on this page in last week's issue, is 

here concluded. It has a timely 

Labor Day message. 

"They dwell with the King for His Work-" 



(Continued from last week) 

among the pots, nothing exalted, nothing to bring 
them into prominence, but it was His work, and 
He never gives a useless command or a meaning- 
less commission. The piece of work we have had 
entrusted to us is the most important thing in 
the whole world, so far as we are concerned. If 
we fail — oh, how can it be said? — the whole of 
God's plan may fail. 
, Sometimes it comes to an Army Officer to say, 
"Why should I go on working in an old slum like 
this, where nobody cares about my message? 
They take all I have to give them, but won't give 
themselves to Christ." But the answer comes 
inevitably. "If I fail here, I embarrass the great 
plan of Heaven. If by God's grace I am faithful 
here, it is going to count in the whole scale of 
eternal things." 

Be sure of this: It is His work. No need, then, 
to look for any earthly reward. It is His work and 
there ia no occasion for becoming cynical if some 
superior authority among men fails to estimate 
us as we think we ought to be estimated. We did 
not enlist for the goodwill of men; we took the 
step for Christ, and work done faithfully for Him 



will always have His smile. His eye is upon u - 
The King sees those who dwell in the hedges an* 
the ditches, and those who do the hard ploddin? 
work, and at the end of the day He will just sav 
"Well done, good and faithful servant." And that 
will be eternally sufficient. 

Here is the secret of power. It is not found a 
the stirring of a great meeting, or in anything el=e 
but a day by day, moment by moment, week ta 
and week out, "Dwelling with Christ" and Christ 
dwelling in and with, and upon us. 

There is a little animal known to zoologists by 
the name of the water-spider. It is just about as 
big as our small finger nails, and it lives in the 
ooze and mud at the bottom of ponds and lakes. It 
has got a peculiar power of rising to the surface 
of the water and, by surrounding- itself with a 
globule of pure air, descends again to the bottom, 
to live there until the air in the globule is quite 
exhausted. Then it returns, and repeats the process. 

We Are Going to Rise 

What does this say to us who strive to serve 
the King of kings? It says; Down in the slush 
down in the ooze, down in the surges of life, we 
must go; into the dark and noisome places of the 
earth, where there is familiarity with sin and 
deviltry. But we are going to live upon the air 
that comes from the top; we are going to rise 
into fellowship with Christ, and going down to 
those places surrounded by Him, and with the un- 
failing endorsement of His Holy Spirit. May God 
grant that when the Book is closed for ever bo far 
as we are concerned, it may thus be chronicled, 
"There they dwelt with the king for His work." 
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IS TOUR mind distressed by perplex- 
ities, or your soul -with doubt? Per- 
haps you have come to a cross-road 
in life, a place of vital and far-reaching 
decision, and you know not which way 
to turn? It Is often the case that an- 
other, at such a time, can. get a clearer 
gTasp of the situation by virtue of his 
detachment. Write to us, confidentially, 
and tell us about your problems, your 
spiritual difficulties, your desire for 
enlightenment on religious matters, and 
we will do our best to help you. 

No names 'will be published ■with, those 
answers that may appear from time to 
time in "The War Cry." Address all 
communications to The Editor, "The 
War Cry," 20 Albert Street, Toronto, 
Ontario. 



Mrs. G. K. writes: — My husband is 
not a Christian, though he comes 
from, a Christian home. Some time 
ago he left his home, and children. 
As a mother, and one who loves her 
children, I have endeavored to do 
the best I could. I feel greatly the 
need of God, and strive to trust Him; 
but my experience seems handicapped, 
for our home has been broken for two 
and a half years. I would be happy 
if only my husband would return. I 
believe God answers prayer, and 
would like you to pray for him. I 
ivill send you my "husband's address, 
if you desire. 

Dear Mrs. K. : You have certainly 
followed the right course in taking 
God as your Guide and Christ as your 
Friend in this grave difficulty which 
has so nearly destroyed your home. 
When earthly foundations and hopes 
appear to crumble, then our own only 
Salvation from defeat and despair 
is a firm hold on the unchanging 
things of God; a realization that the 



soul is too precious a thing to allow 
it to be weighed down to earth by the 
things of the earth! You have acted 
very wisely, too, in recognizing your 
God-given duty to your little ones. 
They are now your responsibility. 
God will give you grace to bear it. 
Love makes all burdens light. 

We unite with you — and ask read- 
ers of this column to do likewise — 
in prayer for your husband's conver- 
sion. Prayer changes things! 

In the meantime, if you will send 
your husband's address, we will get 
in touch with him through our Offi- 
cer in the district in which he lives. 
May God bless you, and give you 
grace for your daily pilgrimage. 



GEMS OF THOUGHT 

The first forty years of life furnish 
the text, the remaining thirty the 
commentary. — Schopenhauer. 

* * • 

He who thinks he is raising a 
mound may only in reality be digging 
a pit. — Chinese Proverb. 

* * * 

We cannot make the world better 
by better laws, but by better men and 
women. — Rev. Lewis S. Mudge, D.D. 

* * * 

What you think is important, is an 
important factor in determining the 
tendency of your life. 

* * » 

To become like Christ is the only 
thing in the world worth caring for, 
the thing before which every ambi- 
tion of man is folly, and all lower 
achievements vain. — H. Drummond. 



SUNDAY 

Scripture reading: 1 Thess. 4: 13-18 
A thought for the day: 

Sincerity, wrongly directed may be 
far more deadly than lethargy. In 
amy sensible estimation, belief and life 
can no more be separated them soul 
from body. It matters, and that tre- 
mendously, what a man believes. — 
J, Stuart Holden. 

Let us sing Song No. 861. 

MONDAY 

Scriptural reading: 1 Thess. 5:5-13 

A thought for the day: 
They learn to live who learn to con<- 

template, 
For contemplation is the unconfined 
God who creates us. To the growing 
mind 
Freedom to think is fate. 
All that age and after-knowledge 

augurate 
Lies in a little dream of youth en- 
shrined: 
That dream to nourish with the skil- 
ful rule 
Of love — is school. 

— Percy Mackaye. 
Let us sing Song No. 640. 

TUESDAY 

Scripture reading: 1 Thess. 5:14-28 
A thought for the day: 
Do not pray for easy lives! Pray 
to be stronger men! Do not pray for 
tasks equal to your powers! Pray for 
powers equal to your tasks! Then 
the doing of your task shall be no 
miracle. But you shall be a miracle. 
'Every day you sliall wonder at your- 



HOW TO OBTAIN SALVATION, HEAVEN'S GREATEST GIFT TO MAN 

You must recognize that you are a sinner in the sight of God, and that you are in danger 
of losing your soul. You must be willing to give up wrong-doing of every kind, and put right as 
far as possible any wrong you may have done. If you are willing in this fashion, you may safely 
rely upon God's willingness to hear your cry for pardon. 

Call upon Him, then, to-day, for He says, "Him that cometh to Me I will in no wise cast 
out." You can be pardoned, cleansed, and made anew by faith in Jesus Christ. 



self; at the richness of life which has 
come in you by the grace o{ God.— 
Phillips Brooks. 

Let us sing Song No. 477. 

WEDNESDAY 

Scripture reading: 2 Thess. 1:1-12 
A thought for the day: 

Sometimes there happens to people 
of real intelligence that which hap- 
pens to ears of wheat, which go on 
growing and holding their teato 
proudly erect so long as tliey « 
empty, but when in their matimW 
they are filled and are big with grm 
they begin to lower their lieate m 
humility.— Montaigne. 

Let us sing Song No. 268. 
THURSDAY 
Scripture reading: 2 Thess. 2:1-7 
A thought for the day: 

We must learn to discriminated 
tween. folks and things, between V™ 
and bad, between greater ani'jsser 

values all along the ftW^-«ffiS 
we can have no taste, f •'J 
for ourselves no vital standi® o, 
judgment. But, remember oftw»ft£ 
Christians, ours must be loves 
criminations. 
Let us sing Song No. 871. 

FBD3AY 

Scripture reading: 2 Thess, 2:8-7 

A thought for the day: 
Behold Him now when Be , c ^'^, 
Not the Christ of oursMU cr» 
But the light of our hearts, o; "• 
homes, „ur 

Of our hopes, our prayeis, 

The Brtther of want and bWne, 
The lover of women and, me n. 
With a love that puts to stome 
All passions of mortal ten- 

—Richard Watson GW*^ 
Let us sing Song No. 601. 
SATURDAY 
Scripture reading; 2 Thess. 3 :i- 

A thought for the day: 
O, give us hearts to love W» J' w ' 

Like Thee, O Lord, »/%£ a 
Far more for others' sins,mn 

The wrongs that we. «f?' 
Let us Sing Song No. 31b. 
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Take a Long Look at This Pioneer Woman's Daily Grind; See Her 
Heart Coping With Benumbing Conditions; Note How Her Art 
Instincts Are Still Astir — But Don't Forget Her Brave Husband 




HISTORY is made not alone in 
battle, but in a multitude of 
tiny details, performed out of 
the sight of the popular chronicler. 
Heroism is found, moreover, where 
the war correspondent does not func- 
tion. A nation is born of a million 
pangs bravely endured behind the 
scenes. A country is developed one 
step at a time, and the world scarcely 
even hears the name of the men and 
women upon whose feet that progress 
is made. 

Just an extract from a story in a 
weekly newspaper, the following will 
show something of what we mean: — 

The morning alarm brought her out 
of bed, with arms and legs and head 
still throbbing from the day before. 
The hours to come loomed ahead with 
endless potatoes and dishes, and dirty 
clothes to wash out, and the children 
always underfoot and wet, or hurt, 
or quarreling. Sometimes it seemed 
that if she could but have had the 
plain work, without the continual fret- 
ting presence of the children, she 
could have made the grade. 

That was what made her flare out 
at her husband so often. He wouldn't 
seem to see that she had the hardest 
of it all and try to make things easier. 
He just made of himself another 
mouth to feed and a clumsy, untidy 
presence in an already overcrowded, 
untidy house. He didn't have to track 
in mud from the marsh field and 
manure from the barnyard just for 
her to sweep up! Most men would 
think enough of their women folk to 
change their boots outside and save 
what they could. 

Cold resentment woke with, her in 
the morning and went to bed with her 



at night, and 
snapped out 
every word flung 
at the man whose 
touch once had 
thrilled her. 

Suddenly Bil- 
ly's a n g u 1 s hed 
cry startled Nell 
into the imperi- 
ous present; he 
had cut his hand 
with a piece of 
broken glass. 
With the cer- 
tainty of prac- 
tice, she assured herself that the 
cut, though deep, was not serious, 
bound it deftly with a bit of ragged 
linen handkerchief, and held the little 
form close for one comforting mo- 
ment. A baby arm crept up around 
her neck furtively and she tightened 
her grasp in response. Then more of 



every second day when one could 
afford only two pairs of coveralls for 
each child, or gingham house aprons 
for herself. And those nasty blue 
overalls that John had used cleaning 
out the barn the day before. How 
she loathed even the touch of them! 

Almost too tired to be angered by 
her husband's thoughtlessness that 
necessitated the extra trip to the 
well house, Nell started slowly out 
the door to secure the pail of milk 
he usually brought to her. Then she 
caught her breath. The world was 
changed into weird, unusual beauty 
and for a moment her body was for- 
gotten in a sudden lifting of her soul. 
What a picture that would make! 
Her fingers itched and she half turned 
back as though she still had the 
materials and the ability to use. But 
though realization halted her steps, 
her eyes yet glowed. 

A cry from the baby in the house 
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the present swept upon her as her 
eyes caught the mess on the floor and 
the litter of the table. Dropping the 
boy, she seized a broom and swept 
up the offending bits of glass to the 
accompaniment of the usual scolding. 

"What did you touch it for, any- 
way? Haven't I told you to leave 
things alone and let me clean up? 
Go in, now, and see if baby is awake. 
Mary, warm that bottle of milk and 
give him his breakfast." And so the 
day was begun. 

The hours dragged slowly on to- 
ward noon. Some of the dirt had 
vanished before her drudging efforts; 
the dishes were at last washed and 
were dried as well as baby hands 
could manage; she had bread in the 
oven, the potatoes peeled, and the 
salt pork sliced and waiting in the 
batter to fry. There was still the 
day's bit of washing to start; washing 



brought back all the crushing pres- 
sure of actuality. "Look after 
Jacky, Mary. Don't let him swallow 
that clothespin." When the milk was 
strained and set out in the pans for 
the cream to rise, she still had the 
water to draw for the washing and 
it took five palls to fill the boiler! 
The pails slopped water on her ankles, 
her feet ached at every step, and 
her shoulders dragged under the 
weight. It seemed almost beyond her 
strength to lift the full pail high 
enough to pour into the wash boiler 
on the stove, and the spilled drops, 
sizzling on the hot grids, fairly 
scorched her into anger. 

No woman ought to have to pump 
and carry and lift like this when a 
tiny visitor was expected. And still 
— Nell paused a moment when she 
rubbed the offending overalls on the 
sudsed scrubbing board, and her eyes 



searched out through the haze, 
down toward the new clearing where 
a slump-shouldered figure weightily 
swung, and swung, and swung that 
heavy grub ax, and the answering 
thumps came echoing back at her 
from the dense surrounding trees. 
Her memory caught back the picture 
of slim and vibrant youth that had 
won her heart, and deep under her 
dull resentment at what life had done 
to her, she felt the ache at what it 
had done to him as well. . . . 

John had a view of things, also; 
let this be taken into consideration. 

The work went on, and drudgery 
cleared the fields and scattered crops 
and brought in a dole of cash for 
cordwood cut and piled by the rough 
roadways. And somehow the invin- 
cible optimism of the pioneer en- 
visioned waving acres of wheat and 
oats, luscious rows of ripening corn, 
and herds of Holsteins in the ragged 
wastes of his endeavor. There was 
always drought and fire to be 
reckoned with, of course; but a miss 
was as good as a mile. 

With a shamefaced glance toward 
the house, he turned doggedly to the 
stint he had set himself for that day. 
He had figured it out during quiet 
hours alone on his job. This patch 
cleared this fall would square out the 
next field so that he could plant it 
next spring, and then by felling tha 
trees in the next lot throughout the 
winter and cutting up the wood, he 
might not only clear enough for a 
new pasture, but sell sufficient 
cut wood to buy another cow, a new 
plowshare, and a few fixings for Nell 
and the children. Perhaps, if he 
could keep at it steady enough, they 
might even have something in time 
for Christmas. A real Christmas, for 
once, for the little ones, a doll for 
Mary and an engine for Billy, a rub- 
ber elephant for little Jack and maybe 
a dress for Nell. He set his jaw 
grimly. And, anyway, a doctor when 
the new baby came! 



But by the time the baby had come, 
a forest fire had swept away home 
and crops, and cow and horse, while 
John and Nell and the children only 
narrowly escaped by hiding in the 
well. So they had to start all over 
again . . . but they did! 
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NDUSTRY depressed, capital dis- 
tresed, imperative necessity for 
urgent economy stressed; round 
round in a demoralizing 



and 



jingle go the factors constituting the 
problem of the hour. "Times are 
bad," says the least-informed citizen, 
and everybody asks what is going to 
be done about it. 

Ten thousand single unemployed men in line in 
Toronto to be listed as desiring relief work. 

One hundred and thirty thousand persons in 
Saskatchewan suffering from drought conditions 
and certain to need food from the hands of others 
next winter. 

Thirty million Chinese in one district facing 
destitution because of unparalleled floods in the 
xangtse valley. 

Economic conditions everywhere imperilling the 
foundations of society and forcing down standards 
of living. 

Trouble! Trouble in immediate perspective. 
Trouble like a visitation upon a world which gave 
itself up to slaughter and destruction for four 
years, and very considerably without repenting of 
its evil. Trouble which has kept the fires of war 
burning intermittently here and there ever since, 
and keeps threatening a colossal outburst on the 
wd-time stage at any time, and certainly declares 
the reservation of a fiendish cataclysm awaiting 
the boiling over of the cruel devil's cauldron of 



LOVING CO-OPERATION 

As Ever, Jesus Christ Has a Solution for the Complicated 
Problem of the Hour — He IS the Way 



(See Our Frontispiece) 

perversely mismanaged international relationship. 

Even so, all our world-troubles, rightly met, 
would weld the race of mankind into fraternity. 
So near, and yet so far! Alas, alas! 

There is a general agreement that there never 
was a time in human history when all classes of 
all mankind felt so positively dissatisfied with the 
condition of things obtaining as is the case nowa- 
days. 

Here in Canada, as in all other countries, men 
and women are heard declaring that the system 
prevailing until this day, is threatened with dis- 
traction. It is, they say, a spent system, and the 
necessity clamors for considerably more than a 
patching up of the old. They maintain a genuine 
program of absolute reconstruction is called for. 

Far be It from us to tinker with international, 
or even national or communal politics, but it 
does occur to us to be high time somebody should 
point the lesson which we have emphasized on 
our front page this week 

Just what would the artist have us learn? It 
is a simple truth; it is profoundly deep; It goes 



straight to the root of the matter. 
"Learn of Me," says the Saviour 
of the World. "Take my yoke upon 
you and learn of Me. My yoke is 
easy"; by means of it the burden be- 
comes light. 

Can you see Him standing in the 
midst of the distressed industrialists 
to-day? Can you imagine Him trying to help the 
internationalists as they weave their politics and 
watch for opportunities which shall best serve 
their ends, whatever they may be? 

"Lo, I am with you alway," He says; and then, 
once again, "Take My yoke upon you!" Is it too 
much for Him to ask who so courageously did the 
will of God — alone? 

"A new commandment give I unto you," He 
said, "that ye love one another!" And our artist 
by no means strains the true interpretation of the p 
Master's word to all the sons of men when he " 
indicates that the ideal, and yet practical, 
necessity of our times is Loving Co-operation. It 
will find a way out of the impasse into which 
international politics are drifting. It will split a 
doorway in the solid rock of the seemingly 
impossible barrier confronting industry. It has 
ever been the answer to the dissatisfied individual 
soul. 

As any man may discover for himself co- 
operation with God, by the means which Jesus 
(Continued on page 12) 
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SONGS, OLD AND NEW 

At The Toronto Temple 

The visit of Lieut. -Colonel and Mrs. 
Bladin was characterized by the sing- 
ing of songs and choruses, old and 
new, and messages from God's Word 
that were food for the mind and heart 
and delivered with a zeal that 
fastened the truths upon the hearers. 

In the Holiness meeting, in a won- 
derful way the theme was clarified by 
the choice of songs, sung by the con- 
gregation, and duets sung by the 
Colonel and Mrs. Bladin. In the 
afternoon the Band held the weekly 
Open-air in the Allan Gardens and 
unusual interest was manifest as the 
Band resorted to hymn tunes and 
selections. 

"An Appeal" was the selection 
played by the Band in the night meet- 
ing. The Songsters followed the ap- 
peal in a well rendered selection en- 
titled, "Jesus calls to-day." After a 
few words from Mrs. Bladin, the ' 



WOMAN IS SAVED AT 
DRUMHEAD 

NOTRE] DAME WEST (Ad- 
jutant and Mrs. Thompson) — 
Recently a young woman, a 
backslider, stepped out from 
the crowd around the Open-air 
ring, and knelt at the drum- 
head. She is now taking her 
stand in the indoor and outdoor 
meetings. 

Last Sunday we had the joy 
of seeing three young folk 
kneeling at the foot of the 
Cross. 



Colonel delivered a powerful message. 
New choruses were introduced during 
the meetings. 

Major and Mrs. Dray from Mont- 
real, Commandant and Mrs. Ewan, 
from Buffalo I, Adjutant Saunders, 
from Winnipeg, and Captain and Mrs. 
Zarfas, from Hespeler, were welcome 
visitors during the day. Captain 
Irene Squarebriggs and Sister Mrs. 
C. Hallam have been welcomed into 
the Songsters and Bandsman William 
Young into the Band. Brother 
Charles Abbot has been commissioned 
as the Recruiting Sergeant. Plans 
are made for special advances during 
the fall and winter, and we believe 
for greater victories at the Temple. 
—J. McN. 



CAMPERS FIND SALVATION 

Seven Seekers Find God in Glorious Meeting 



OKILLIA (Commandant and Mrs. 
White) — On Sunday night one young 
man volunteered for Salvation, after 
being under conviction for several 
weeks. Six other backsliders came 
out, including a man and his wife, 



from Sarnia, who were camping 
nearby. 

Several visitors was present from 
West Toronto, also Lieutenant 
Winnie Crossland, of Montreal. — W. 
Wisheart. 



JOY DAY AT DAVISVILLE 

EARLSCOURT (Ensign and Mrs. 
,Gage) — It was an unusual event 
which took place on the Training 
Garrison grounds on Saturday after- 
noon. It had been announced as a 
Salvation Joy Day, and this it proved 
to be. The weather was ideal, and a 
splendid crowd was in attendance 
until a late hour. 

Activities commenced at 3.30 p.m., 
when the Brantford Life-Saving 
Scouts, headed by the united Young 
People's Bands from Dovercourt and 
Earlscourt, paraded in the vicinity. 
They then assembled on the lawn, and 
an excellent program was rendered, 
with Lieut.-Colonel Bladin presiding. 
Tea was provided for the visitors in 
the Auditorium. 

In the evening another splendid 
program was given by the Scouts, as 
'well as the Earlscourt Band and 
Songster Brigade. The two musical 
sections, under Bandmaster Austin 
and Songster-Leader Boys, rendered 
some very 'fine selections, and the 
Scouts gave an exhibition of pyramid 
building. A vocal quartet from East 
Toronto, and some instrumental solos 
and quartets by the Brantford visit- 
ors, completed this interesting event, 
over which Lieut.-Colonel. Bladin pre- 
sided, supported by Lieut.-Colonel and 
Mrs. Saunders and Major and Mrs. 
Ham. Much credit is due to Young 
People's Sergeant-Major MacFarlane 
for his initiative and hard work in 
connection with this event. 



OPEN-AIR ACTIVITIES 

COLLINGWOOD (Captain Mar- 
skel, Lieutenant Borthwiek) ■ — Re- 
cently we were visited by Envoy 
Creswell, accompanied by Captain 
Smith, of Aurora. On the Saturday 
evening we held our Open-air in the 
town, then went to Meaford, where 
another rousing Open-air was held. 
We were reinforced by some com- 
rades from Owen Sound. 

On the Sunday we had a very 
helpful time, the Envoy leading on. 



THE FIELD SECRETARY 

Leads Kef resiling Week-End 

DOVERCOURT (Field-Major and 
Mrs. Ellsworth ) —We are still rolling 
the old chariot along at Dovercourt. 
Times of spiritual refreshing marked 
the visit of the Field Secretary, Col- 
onel McAmmond, accompanied by 
Colonel J. Southall (R). The com- 
rades turned up in force indoors and 
out, and enjoyed the inside meetings, 
joining heartily in the singing and 
earnestly taking in the addresses of 
both the visitors. By exhortation, 
counsel, encouragement, and warn- 
ing they proclaimed the whole Gospel 
— E.L.W. 




HELP APPRECIATED 
ARNPRIOR (Captain Cooper, 
Lieutenant Crewe) — On Sunday night 
while on Open-air Adjutant and Mrs. 
Kitson, furloughing here, came along 
to help us. The Adjutant's solos were 

!>-' i^*'S''_- * ~^w*^^' K -'./ft® ^ 

• ^x-y-j'c •■ ■■ ••■■■ ■ ■ '«££•- w"i "i 
'.'--r- ... ■ - 4.,-iV!'*. I 












1 
"I 



|§! ! 



(Photo supplied by Band-Secretary Wass, North Toronto) 
Belleville Band, during its annual visit to Picton, played to the tourists at 
the "Sand Banks," as was reported by us last week 



ATTENDANCES SPLENDID 
CAMPBELLFORD (Captain Char- 
long, Lieutenant Morgan)— Attend- 
ances at Open-air and indoor meet- 
ings are splendid. The presence of 
God was truly felt on Sunday night 
when we had with us Ensign and 
Mrs. Hoffman, from the United 
States. The Ensign gave a very in- 
teresting talk which every one en- 
joyed. The testimony meeting was 
led by Mrs. Hoffman and was inspir- 
ing. — Candidate F. 



Last Sunday we were surprised to 
receive a visit from Envoy Pedlar 
and his son, Lieutenant Burton, of 
Feversham. We very much appre- 
ciated their visit. 

In the inside meeting we had the 
pleasure of listening to Captain 
Charlie McCrae. The meeting was a 
great inspiration ,and blessing. — Sec. 
Hyles. 



very much appreciated in both Open- 
air and indoor services. — G.S. 



ST. ANTHONY (Captain and Mrs. 
Decker) — The farewell meetings for 
Captain and Mrs. Decker, on Sunday, 
were well attended. A large number 
failed to gain entrance to the Hall. 
One person sought Salvation. 




TERRITORIAL PARS 

A third generation Salvationist, of 
the Brantford Corps, Bandsman Don- 
ald Bessett, recently received the 
degree, A.C.B.A., after successfully 
completing a Bankers' Course at 
Queen's University. Brother Bessett 
is Secretary and Assistant Chaplain 
of the Brantford Life-Saving Scout 

Troop. 

* * * 

A baby girl, and not a boy as 
stated in a former issue of "The War 
Cry," was welcomed to the home oi 
Ensign and Mrs.. G. Hartas, of Mon- 
treal, some time ago. 

* * * 

A comrade in the United States 
would like to exchange the Southern 
Territory's "War Cry" for the Can 
ada East publication. Anyone inter 
ested in such an exchange, please g 
in touch with The Editor, 20 Albert 
Street, Toronto. 



The Young People's Workers of the Oharlottetown, P.E.I,, Corps, with their former Offieers, Adiutant and Mrs 
Martin, and (left of Mrs. Martin) Young People's Sergeant-Major Mrs. Crockett 



COMING EVENTS 

COMMISSIONER HA? 

TORONTO TEMPLE, Sun Sep 27 

eomo of Cadets) 
MONTREAL I, Sun Nov 15 
RIVERDALE, Sun Nov 22 Cm ™™" , 
EARSLCOURT, Sun Nov 22 (afternoon) 
WINDSOR I, Sun Nov 29 

COLONEL DALZIEL 
(Tha Chief Secretary) { 

Sunnyside Park (Toronto), Sun 
St. Thomas, Sat Sun 13 
Belleville, Sat Sun Sep 20 
Toronto Temple, Sun Sep it ^ 

of Cadets) . 

a* Thom as ' 
Major and Mrs. Spooner: bt. 
Sat Sun Sep 20 
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SUS— THE WORKING MHN 



He became brother to the humblest son of toil; He has 
put a dignity on labor that exceeds the dignity of Kings 
and Queens — He suffered, He toiled, He understands 

A Labor Day Article by Commissioner Samuel L. Brengle (R.) 



PETER the Great, Czar of all 
the Russian, and in some re- 
spects the mightiest monarch 
of his day, used to make shoes 
like a common cobbler, that 
he might enter into sympathy 
with his people and help them to 
realize that labor is not menial, but 
honorable and full of dignity. It was 
a great stoop from the throne of Rus- 
sia to a cobbler's bench, but I will tell 
you of a greater. 

The Apostle tells us in Hebrews 
1:2, that God made the worlds by His 
Son, and that the Son "upholds all 
things by the word of His power." 

John tells us, in the first chapter of 
his Gospel, that "In the beginning 
was the Word, and the Word was 
with God, and the Word was God. 
All things made were made by Him, 
and without Him was not anything 
made that was made." He is the 
Master Workman whom the Heaven 
of heavens cannot contain, inhabiting 
eternity (Isaiah 57:15), stretching 
forth the heavens as a curtain, mak- 
ing mighty systems of sun, moon and 
stars, creating worlds and hurling 
them into the awful abysses of space 
and causing them to move not, in 
chaotic confusion, but in more than 
clock-like harmony, by the silent, re- 
sistless energy of all-embracing laws. 
He scoops out the bed for the 
mighty ocean. He tosses aloft hoary 
mountains and stretches forth vast 
prairies and sandy deserts. He peo- 
ples the world with living creatures, 
until the imagination is almost para- 
lyzed by the contemplation of His 
handiwork. He is Maker of the in- 
finitely great and the infinitely small. 
He made the fixed star billions of 
miles away and millions of times 
bigger than the earth on which we 
live, and He made the tiny insect so 
small that it can only be seen by the 
aid of the microscope, and He fitted 
that little mite with its perfect organs 
of digestion, respiration and repro- 
duction. 

He garnished the heavens and 
stretched forth the rainbow, and He 
painted the insect's wings and pol- 
ished the lens of its little eye. Oh, 
He is a wondrous workman! 

But John tells us, "The Word was 
made flesh and dwelt among us (and 
we beheld His glory, the glory as 
of the only begotten of the Father) 
full of grace and truth." And the 
Apostle says that "Forasmuch then as 
the children are partakers of flesh 
and blood, He also Himself likewise 
took part of the same. For verily He 
took not on Him the nature of angels, 
but He took on Him the seed of 
Abraham, wherefore in all things it 
behooved Him to be made like His 
brethren." 

He Took a Lowly Place 

And when He clothed Himself with 
our flesh, when He hid His dignity 
under the humble garb of humanity, 
He did not come as an aristocrat, 
but He took a lowly place in a peas- 
ant's home. 

He alone of all the children of men 
chose His mother, and He chose one 
who was poor and humble and un- 
known among men. In His mighty 
descent from the bosom of the Father 
to the womb of the Virgin, He might 
have stopped at the throne of some 

Our efficiency depends so much on 
°ur concentration that Nature usu- 
ally, in the instances where a marked 
Wan is sent into the world, overloads 
him with bias, sacrificing his sym- 
metry to his working power. 



mighty earthly empire, or among the 
rich and lordly; but instead of that He 
went down past thrones and palaces, 
and was born in a stable in a manger 
among the cattle, that He might not 
be other than the lowliest of His 
brethren. He came to a life of ob- 
scurity, of poverty and of toil, and 
He, who made the worlds and upheld 
them by the word of His power, 
learned to be a carpenter. 

The artists, when they paint a pic- 
ture of Jesus, paint a face of almost 
womanly softness, and would picture 



stands working men. He knows their 
weakness, He has been pinched with 
their poverty, He can sympathize 
with them in their long hours of toil 
that bars tiiem from that culture of 
mind which, no doubt, many of them 
crave. He understands. But while 
He suffered and toiled and was tempt- 
ed and tried as His brethren, and 
was debarred from the luxuries of 
wealth and the culture of schools, yet 
He was not debarred from culture of 
the heart and fellowship with His 
Father. He could be pure, He could 



GOD, A WORKER 

Sublime Simplicity of Biblical Story of Creation Profound 
with the Dignity of Labor 

(( rN THE beginning God CREATED," says the Sacred Word. To 
I comparatively few of His creatures has the Almighty given 
■*• authority to exercise similar power. The huge mass of mankind 
lias been employed on reproductive activities usually. 

The epic story continues by declaring that "The Spirit of God 
MOVED upon the face of the waters"; . . . "God DIVIDED the light 
from the darkness"; . . . "God MADE the firmament"; . . . God CRE- 
ATED man." 

Jesus said, "My Father worketh hitherto, and I work." And again, 
"I have finished the work which Thou gavest me to do." 

It is man's great privilege to be a worker together tvith Him. 
ARE YOU? 




Him to us as a delicate man, with 
hair parted in the middle and with 
patrician hands and tapering fingers; 
but the Bible rather pictures Him to 
us a horny-handed man of toil, whose 
back was bent to labor, and who 
earned His bread by the sweat of His 
brow. Bless Him! Indeed, "He was 
made like unto His brethren." He 
became brother to the humblest son 
of toil, and since He has been a work- 
ingman, He has put a dignity on labor 
that exceeds the dignity of kings and 
queens. 
Jesus, as a working man, under- 



be holy, He could be loving and 
patient and kind and true, and He 
did this, dying for us that we might 
escape from our sins and become men 
after the pattern of Himself. 

We may not be great, but we may 
be good. We may not be able to 
erect a Brooklyn Bridge, or build a 
St. Peter's at Rome, but we can do 
our little task well and in the spirit 
of Jesus. We can be kind and patient 
and faithful and true. We can be- 
come partakers of His Spirit, and do 
our work as unto Him, and by and 
by we shall enter into His glory, and 
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we shall not be rewarded for the 
greatness of the work we have done, 
but rather for the faithfulness with 
which we have done it. 

The carpenter who has built houses; 
the blacksmith who has shod horses; 
the man who had carried a hod; the 
boy who has blacked boots; the clerk 
who has toiled over the ledger; the 
farmer who has ploughed the fields 
and fed cattle, if he has done it faith- 
fully, with his heart washed in the 
Blood of the Sacrifice of Calvary, and 
full of love for the Master and his 
fellow-men, in the spirit of prayer and 
thanksgiving, shall have as abundant 
an entrance into the everlasting King- 
dom of Jesus the Carpenter, and shall 
have a place as near the Throne as 
the man who preached the Gospel 
to thousands, or who governed states 
and ruled kingdoms. 



f ?|alteb— <Promoteir ! f 

Lieut.-Commissioner William B. Palmer (R.) Answers the Call of 
His Captain, and Lays Down the Sword 

ttl'M STILL, MARCHING with 

I The Army!" said Lieut.-Commis- 
•*• sioner W. B. Palmer, when, im- 
mediately following his retirement 
from official active service at Inter- 
national Headquarters, he spoke with 
a "War Cry" interviewer. But within 
a few days, with tragic, unexpected 
suddenness, his Captain "called a 
halt," and the warrior was promoted 
to Glory! His Salvation activities ex- 
tended right to the eve of that 
Glorious Summons. 

On the previous Thursday the 
Commissioner visited International 
Headquarters. In a corridor he met 
an Officer with "arms full of busi- 



ness." 

"Come along, my boy," he said, 
"I'm not going to bother you with 
affairs. I just want to know how you 
are getting on in your soul." Then 
they sat and talked profitably for a 
few moments ere the Commissioner 
left. 

That evening he attended the Bal- 
ham welcome to the British Com- 
missioner, and took the opportunity 
of leading in prayer. One person 
with whom he pleaded that night 
afterwards sought Salvation at an- 
other Corps. So, although officially 
retired from active service, Lieut.- 



Commissioner Palmer kept march- 
ing to the very end. 

He first met The Army in Liver- 
pool, in 1881, when he was soundly 
converted through a powerful testi- 
mony, and he was attracted to the 
Movement by the definite teaching 
of Holiness. When The Army opened 
a Corps in the district where he lived 
he soon became a Soldier and an 
Officer, beginning his varied and use- 
ful career in 1883, afterwards serv- 
ing in Great Britain, the United 
States of America, Norway, South 
America, and Finland. Field, Divi- 
sional, and Territorial Commands 
were among the Commissioner's re- 
sponsibilities, and he also had .ex- 
perience of Candidates' Work. 

Though an Officer who had com- 
manded Territories such as South 
America and Finland, and whose 
later years had been occupied as a 
Travelling Commissioner, in which 
capacity he visited the two West In- 
dies Territories, the Dutch East In- 
dies, West Africa, Brazil, the South 
American Republics, Iceland, and the 
Faroe Islands, Commissioner Palmer 
ever maintained a keen and practical 
interest in Corps affairs. 

His sterling Salvationism and his 
willingness to undertake any duty 



likely to further the interest of the 
by-no-means-easy centre where Mrs. 
Palmer and he elected to serve as 
Soldiers, were also seen in the way, 
when the prayer-meeting time came, 
he would rally all and sundry up to 
the Penitent-form and the Flag, and 
by his zealous appeal and down- 
right earnestness inspire all con- 
cerned to pray with increased fervor 
for the Salvation of souls, and with 
the happiest result. 

It was a special joy both to the 
Commissioner and Mrs. Palmer to 
visit Norway during the present 
year. On his old battle-ground the 
Commissioner revelled in the Salva- 
tion fight, visiting twenty-eight 
Corps and conducting fifty-five meet- 
ings. 

At the funeral services, which were 
conducted by the Chief of the Staff, 
at the Clapton Congress Hall and 
Abney Park Cemetery, a message 
from the General, paying generous 
tribute to the Commissioner's pas- 
sion for work, his sterling Salva- 
tionism, and his intense love for souls, 
was read by Mrs. Higgins, who also 
referred to her own experience as a 
guest for many weeks in the Com- 
missioner's home in South America. 



It is too small and unsatisfying, 
whatsoever Thou bestowest on me, 
apart from Thee; or revealest to me 
or promiseth whilst Thou art not 
seen, and not fully obtained. For 
surely my heart cannot truly rest, 
nor be entirely contented, unless it 
rest in Thee. — Thomas a Kern-pis. 
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Korean Women, Shaking Off Traditional Limitations, Find Liberty 
for Service of Their Fellows 



AT THE BACK 

OF THE HOUSE 

HAVE you ever sat in a train 
when running through the sub- 
urbs on its way to the city and 
wondered how the inhabitants of the 
houses near the railway line could 
endure the sight of their own back 
gardens? I don't mean the poor 
houses, where untidiness is the result 
of cramped quarters, taut the com- 
fortable suburban house, with its 
patch of lawn and row of poplars. 

Dirty walls, window sashes, cur- 
tains past their first youth, lines 
when the need for them is past, and 
untidy, broken packing cases, all 
meet the eye. But, if a magic touch 
could turn the same houses round 
about for inspection you would find 
the front doorstep as spotless as the 
back one is forlorn. 

Architects are much to blame, per- 
haps more so than anyone else, for 
they make no attempt to beautify the 
back of the house for the tenant of 
moderate means. Flat walls with slit- 
like windows, unsightly drain pipes, 
hideous coal-sheds are permitted, 
while the front is treated to gables, 
balcony, leaded windows and crazy 
paths. 

If I lived in a suburban house I 
would whitewash the bricks, paint 
the windows a brilliant red, and plant 
green tubs with trees in every pos- 
sible spot round the kitchen door and 
dining room windows. I would re- 
gard no color too flamboyant to coun-. 
teract the dullness of the average 
back garden. I should at least be 
assured that no traveller could look 
from a carriage window and shudder 
to think of what life must mean on 
the other side of my fence, unless, of 
course, he shrank from the thought 
of too much gaiety. F.A. 



HOW eagerly Salvationist women 
of Korea seize upon the oppor- 
tunity to study as Bible women, and 
then to enter training at Seoul that 
they may become Officers! Some of 
them who were recently commission- 
ed had the privilege of studying for a 
month last year; others were quite 
new, but had fallen in line quickly 
in spite of the fact that they had 
never attended school and had had 
to leam to read and write as best 
they could. 

In days past Officers' wives had 
been a great problem — often the 
work had been considerably hindered 
through them — but when the fact that 



began to attend the meetings with 
him. Up to that time our five-year- 
old girl had never walked, and people 
said she would always be a cripple. 
Her grandmother was a desperate 
devil-worshiper; our home was full 
of fetishes; great sacrifices were of- 
fered to his Satanic Majesty. 

"She received the news of her son's 
conversion with great indignation, 
heaped both upon him and myself in- 
sults and abuse, but we continued to 
believe and cleared out of our home 
every trace of heathenism, leaving it 
apparently bare and hollow, but with 
the clearance entered a great peace. 
One night, late, as had become our 



Fence Thou 


my Candle 


Lest that the candle of my faith 


So 1 would choose being comfort- 


Grow faint in the love-light and 


less 


bliss, 


More than great comfort with- 


There was sent down a night of 


out Thee; 


death 


With Thee great darkness, much 


Where the great darkness Is. 


distress, 




The vast and shoreless sea. 


And though the candle that 1 hold 




Sheds but a little ray about, 




Fearful the darkness and the cold 




If her light went outl 


Fence Thou my candle round 




about 


Comfortless7 Nay, for still 1 feel 


With Thy sweet hands, lest she 


Thou walkest with me thrpugh 


grow pale; 


the night, 


Lest that the earth winds blow her 


Shoulder to shoulder, heel to heel. 


out, 


Within my space of light. 


And the black night prevail. 



It is the heart and not the brain 
That to the highest doth attain. 

— Longfellow. 
* * * 

Without the rich heart, wealth is 
an ugly beggar. — Emerson. 



they had nothing to do in the ordering 
of their marriages is considered, it is 
scarcely to be wondered at. Others 
had been a great blessing,' and though 
before conversion they were almost 
strangers, after conversion a love for 
each other had sprung up and de- 
veloped, their homes had been trans- 
formed, and the wife had become the 
mainstay of the Corps. 

Among the Cadets in a recent ses- 
sion was one whose testimony will 
serve to represent the number: My 
husband first became interested in re- 
ligion, visited almost every church 
in Seoul, and felt that what was being 
taught was good and right. He de- 
cided to become a believer, and in- 
formed his parents. Then I also 



usual practise, I was reading my 
Testament, and became fascinated 
with the story of Peter healing the 
lame man. What a strange, unheard- 
of thing! I thought, and at once began 
to claim the same healing for my 
daughter. 



"Immediately she began to walk 
consequently the grandmother and 
grandfather were convinced that it 
was a living faith and are now equally 
enthusiastic. I sometimes say, 'Be- 
fore my husband was a believer he 
had nothing but contempt for me— 
now he is all devotion.' " She is a 
great help in their Corps, takes a 
Company in the Young People's work, 
and is an example of cleanliness and 
godliness. 

The lessons live with these women, 
and it is almost impossible for them 
to remain quiet. For instance, they 
were having a Doctrine Lesson, the 
subject being The Conditions of Sal- 
vation — Repentance, its meaning; 
Conviction of sin, Sorrow for sin, 
Hatred for sin, Willingness to give 
it up, and Confession. 

"I know!" called out one of the 
women. "Did hot my mother burn all 
her books when she was converted— 
or thought she did ? I smuggled some 
away in my clothes. Shortly after- 
ward I became sick and was taken 
to the hospital, where conviction came 
to me. How sorry I was that I had 
made my poor old mother suffer so! 
I hated my sins and the fetishes I 
destroyed forever. When I confessed 
my sins God pard6ned me." 

The old lady is a Biblewoman now 
and her son is in training for Officer- 
ship. There were others who were 
simply bursting to tell of their prac- 
tical knowledge of the lesson, hut 
the Officer presiding over the lesson 
said, "I shan't get through in time. 
You shall all testify in the next meet- 
ings; this is a Class." 

Open-air fighting is particularly 
encouraging among the women Ca- 
dets. Though countrywomen, they are 
able to grip the attention of a crowd 
as long as they care to speak. Most 
of the Officers' wives leave young 
children behind in the care of grand- 
mothers when they come into train- 
ing, but their enthusiasm enables 
them to make the sacrifice. 



WHAT SHALL A GIRL DO? 

A Word With Miss Modern on a Timely Topic 

IF one should ask "What are the new in it. That is an error. The 

standards which should hold good world is very old and all the experi- 

with regard to the girls of to-day?" ments which are being made by girls Y/ OUR preserve closet is not com' 

there is only one answer possible, to-day for the first time have been I plete with jars of fruit anc 

The moral standards of the girls of tried out over and over again by ~" 

to-day are not different from what every successive generation of young- 

they have been for countless ages; sters. And, strangely enough, always 

for the virtues do not change; they the old conclusions on the vital sub- 




are as immutable as the everlasting 
mountain peaks. Purity and virtue, 
honor and truth and loyalty, gentle- 
ness and sweetness and helpfulness — 
these make the code by which the 
mother of Miss Modern and her 
mother and her mother lived, and 
they are the code by which girls must 
stand or fall to-day. 

The trouble with the young people 
is that they think this is a new world, 
with new conditions and new rules 
governing it, just because they are 



jects have been reached. 

Especially is this so about what is 
proper and improper for girls to do, 
and what line of conduct it is best for 
them to follow in order to make the 
most of their lives. 

The standards for the girl of to-day 
are what they were yesterday. Pur- 
ity and modesty and honor and hon- 
esty and sweetness and gentleness and 
righteousness and helpfulness. These 
simply cannot be improved Upon by 
any means. 



and 
bottles of pickles. Vegetables should 
be remembered also. They help to 
furnish roughage for the winter, 
while the sugar they contain is an 
excellent fuel for the cold days to 
come. 

CARROT MARMALADE 
12 raw carrots 
4 cups sugar 
3 lemons 

1 teaspoon ground cloves 

1 teaspoon ground cinnamon 

1 teaspoon ground alspice 

Grate carrots, add sugar and let 

stand one hour. Add lemon juice and 

spices. Cook slowly for 1 hour. Turn 

into sterilized jars and seal when cold. 



Culinary Capers 

PRESERVING VEGETABLES 

PUMPKIN PRESERVES 
Remove the rind and seeds from a 
small pumpkin and cut the flesh in 
inch cubes. Cook in a small amount 
of water until tender. Drain ana 
weigh. For each pound of pumpKin 
allow 1 pound of sugar, 2 lemons ana 
2 ounces of ginger root. Slice the 
lemon and soak with the ginger oyer 
night in cold water. Next morning 
cook in same water until the lemon 
rind is tender. Add the sugar ) ana 
the pumpkin, and simmer until xne 
pumpkin is transparent. Drain ana 
pack in jars. Cook syrup u^it w 
thick and pour over the fruit in » e 
jars. Seal tightly. 

* * * 

' PICKLED PEARS 
4 quarts pears 
2 pounds white sugar 
2 cups vinegar 
Vz ounce stick cinnamon 
% ounce whole cloves . 

Peel pears. Boil the sugar, J V» 
vinegar, the cloves, and the omnamou 
for 20 minutes. Place a few or nw 
whole pears at a time in the syxw. 
and cook them until they are tenaer. 
Pack them into thoroughly cleans 
jars. Adjust the rubbers ana ^ 
each jar to overflowing with me 
syrup. Adjust the covers and sea' <■" 
jars immediately. 
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A HINDU CUSTOM 

IS CHALLENGED 

A REPORT In an Indian "War 
Cry" concerning a seven days' 
tour conducted by a Staff Officer in 
the Bareilly Division, contains the 
following incident: 

"In one place a quantity of long 
hair was put on the table with the 
nazaranas (gifts). On asking for an 
explanation, we learned that recently 
some men had come from another 
village, who declared they were 
Christians, but they had the Hindu 
sign of long hair on their heads. The 

•:«'" ' ♦:« 

Whole Village Accepts 

Christ 
During a recent campaign of 
the Field Secretary for the 
Ceylon Territory, the whole vil- 
lage of Handugala decided to 
accept Christ, and to become 
Soldiers of The Salvation Army. 
There are twenty-five families 
in the village. 
* * 

wives of the Sergeant and Corps 
Officer spoke to them about the 
wrong of having this sigh, with the 
result that they were willing to have 
the long hair cut. 

"The Sergeant's wife performed 
the task, and afterwards they prayed 
together. We hope they will never 
keep this sign again. We need many 
good and brave women like this Ser- 
geant's wife. Let them come forward 
into the fight for God and righteous- 
ness." 



THE "OBEY HEAVEN" SHOP 




BRAVE JAPANESE GIRL 

TATSUKO-SAN is a little girl, six 
years old, and she is a Company 
meeting member at the Tachikawa 
Corps, Japan. Last Spring she acci- 
dentally got a needle into her foot, 
and had to have an operation In the 
Keio Hospital. 

Her mother could not be with her 
during the operation. But Tatsuko- 
san was so brave and courageous 
that not a single tear came as 
she bade her mother good-bye. 



A HEN walking amidst the dirty sur- 
roundings of a Chinese city the other 
day. a little man invited its to enter 
his home, the same proving to be shop 
and home combined. The little place 
was as an oasis in a desert of squalor. 
It had recently been renovated by our 
host himself; the ledges surrounding a 
small verandah were bright with -pots 
of well-tended flowers, and his occu- 
pation vjas shcivn by the goodly array 
of kettles, waterpots and other shining results of the 
plumbers' art. 

The sign of the business was "Obey Heaven Bhop"; 
a well executed Salvation Army Crest indicated the owner 
was a Salvationist. A notice informed the public that this 
shop had one fixed price; an indication of fair dealing. 

The little woman wlio smiled a welcome to us had 
seen a great change come about in our plumber. As he 
sat down, and talked freely of his conversion, strong 
marks on his kindly face gave evidence of the sins of 
those other days — now happily past. His face flushed 
crimson as he told us tliere was no evil of which he had 
not been guilty. When he got saved, lie was a moral and 
physical wreck. Suffering and bent in body, walking was 
a trouble; his feet were as lead, 

One day, about four years ago, when on 
his way to buy medicine which he hoped 
would alleviate his suffering, he was arrested 
by the sound of a drum and the lilt of a 
song sung by a group of Salvationists. He 
followed them to their Hall. 

He luid occasionally attended a preach- 
ing Hall before, but had not been impressed 
tliat the doctrine taught would help him to 
a better life. Now, the very simple direct 
statements exhorting to an immediate change of life 
affected him. He determined to try this new plan. At 
the close of the meeting he went forward, kneeling and 
praying as directed; and he acknowledged his sins, feeling 
thai they advertised themselves. He arose with no dif- 
ferent feelings, but determined to keep his promise to 
seek Divine help and to attend the meetings. His feelings 
did not seem to change for a long time, but he continued 
to ask God to help him. 



There were many things he did not understand, and 
he was surprised at much he had to leant. Smoking t 
He liad a queer feeling he was doing wrong when he tried 
to smoke; a distaste for that which had once held him 
made him throw the weed away, and he has not touched 
it since. Drinking, too, had to go. His liabits were 
changed. He altered his business practices. He began to 
experience pleasure when lie did the right thing, and pain 
when he did wrong. 

God showed him he ought not to work on Sundays. 
He was very poor — through wickedness and debauchery 
he was practically a pauper. Trying to be honest seemed 
to keep him poor. His earnings were barely sufficient for 
daily needs. To live a day uiithout work meant shortage 
of food. To voluntarily give up a whole day every week 
seemed such a sacrifice! He wasn't sure that God would 
come to 7iis help, but he had proved it was always best 
to do as he was told. So he decided to obey. 

He liad many struggles. Sometimes he pawned some 
of his clothing to buy food for Sunday, and also to be able 
to give his regular offering to God. The neighbors and 
others appeared to be in league with the devil, for they 
seemed to choose Sunday to bring along work which would 
have been so welcome on other days. But he reasoned 
that if he did such work he would offend God, and the 
money thus earned would carry a curse. 

He was much upset one Sunday to find 
on his return home that his apprentice had 
yielded to persuasion, and had taken in and 
finished some work. He commanded the 
youth tliat he was not on any account to 
repeat the offence, even if offered ten thou- 
sand dollars. 

Every Sunday morning now a sign is 
« 3 ; placed outside the plumber's shop — "This day 
« , is Sunday". This sign, together with the 
appearance of the master carrying a large Bible and a 
Song Book under his arm, making his way at regular in- 
tervals to and from The Army Hall, is probably the only 
reminder the neighbors have of any difference in the day. 
His testimonies ring with truth. He stands bravely 
before those who in past days were partners in his wrong 
doing and glorifies God for the change He has wrought. 
His body is cured; his debts are paid; he is happy. Truly 
he is a trophy of grace! — A Missionary. 




Before she left she asked her mother 
this question: "Can I go to Heaven if 
I die?" 

Her mother answered "Yes," and 
then she replied, "I am quite all 
right for if I can go to Heaven I am 
quite prepared to die." 

After the operation the local doc- 
tor attended her, and he was sur- 
prised to see her brave behavior. 



The doctor's wife was also influenced 
by her, and she decided she must 
have the same religion that the little 
girl had. Through this little Salva- 
tionist the doctor's wife was saved, 
and recently became a recruit of the 
Tachikawa Corps. 

Thus by brave behavior Tatsuko- 
san won her first soul to the Saviour, 
whom she had learned to love. 



SPADE-WORK IN KOREA 

Lieutenant Chung, who la working 
in the interest of the women of 
Coong Chong Region, spent ten days 
at a new opening, teaching the Bible 
and Salvation Army Songs to the 
women who gathered in our Hall 
daily. As a result, nineteen souls 
have been converted. 




FROM JAIL TO WORK 

During a visit he paid to a jail in 
Eastern India, Ensign Boyden, who 
is in charge of the Men's Industrial 
Home, Calcutta, interviewed a Eur- 
opean driver. A few days later an 
advertisement appeared in a paper 
for a driver for Hoogly tunnel. The 
Ensign wrote, on the man's behalf, 
applying for the position, saying the 
man would call in a day or two (the 
day of his release). A favourable 
reply was received, and the man was 
taken on immediately — straight from 
jail to work, through the agency of 
The Army. 



The wedding of Captain Bal Singh (Corbett) and Captain Khristomonl (MacPhaU), which took place in the By- 
c ulla (India) Citadel, Is of great interest to Canadian Salvationists, for both Officers hail from our Territory. 
They are in the front centre of the above group, the other two Officers In this row being Colonel Barnett, Terri- 
torial Commander, who conducted the ceremony, and Mrs. Barnett. Captain and Mrs. Corbett have biea 

appointed to the Anand Boys' Boarding School 



Thou canst not, even if 

thou wouldst, separate thy 

life from humanity. Thou 

livest in it, by it, and for it, 

— Mazzini. 
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GENERAL ORDER 

HARVEST FESTIVAL 

At every Corps throughout 
the Territory Harvest Festival 
celebrations will take place dur- 
ing the month of September, 
in accordance with the dates 
agreed upon, and detailed in- 
structions issued through the 
Divisional Commanders. May 
God crown the whole with His 
blessing. 

(Signed) JAMES HAY, 
Commissioner. 



OFFICIAL GAZETTE 

APPOINTMENTS— 

Adjutant Elvira Davics, to Montreal 
Hospital. 

Ensign Angle Atkinson, to Halifax Hos- 
pital. 

Captain Dorothy Bryan, to St. John 
Hospital. 

Captain Francis Burrcws, to Ottawa 



Hospital. 
B.T}' 

Home. 



spital 
Captain Faith Turner, to London Rescue 



JAMES HAY, 

Territorial Commander. 

NEWSY ITEMS 

Last-Minute Press-Day Peeps at 
The Army World 

Commissioner Charles Rich, who 
has been on furlough in England, has 
conferred with the Chief of the Staff 
on important matters affecting Swe- 
den, the Territory he commands. 
While in England the Commissioner 
conducted the marriage of Captain 
Wesley Rich, his son. 

When Lieut. - Commissioner Vlas 
visited Heeg, a little village in Frie- 
land (Holland) , where he was born, 
he spoke in the church in which he 
was christened. The building was 
packed for the Commissioner's visit. 

Last month a Miss G. Swarts pre- 
sented at the Paris University for her 
B.A. -degree a thesis on "Salvation by 
Faith and Sudden Conversion, and its 
Relationship to The Salvation Army 
Penitent-form." 

Colonel Jordan, who, with Mrs. Jor- 
dan, has just retired from active ser- 
vice in England, began his Field 
career at the Regent Hall, London, to 
which Corps he was appointed Lieu- 
tenant when Brigadier Tom Robert- 
son was the Officer in charge. Arriv- 
ing 1 one evening while the Holiness 
prayer-meeting was in progress, he 
knelt at the table and was for a mo- 
ment or two regarded as one of the 
penitents by the Brigadier, who was 
surprised to find, in response to his 
inquiry, that his newly-appointed 
Lieutenant had arrived. 

While at the Regent Hall the Col- 
onel had many unusual prayer-meet- 
ing experiences. Upon one occasion 
he ventured to address a personal 
question concerning religious experi- 
ence to a visitor whose head was 
bowed. Instantly there was a re- 
sponse. A kind, strong face was 
lifted, and a sympathetic voice an- 
swered, "I am all right, my lad! 
Thank you!" The speaker was the 
late Dr. Joseph Parker, the famous 
preacher of the City Temple, London. 
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WINDSOR'S SEND-OFF! 




The Chief Secretary (Colonel Dalzlel) is here seen speaking at the opening of the new Windsor Metropole 



REFILLING THE CHURCH 

Influence of Army Campaign on Dutch Waterside Village is to 
Cause Rebuilding of Edifice 



IF YOU were one of the elders of a 
church in a village where the peo- 
ple were taking to staying away 
from God's house, how would you 
feel if you saw a party of strangers 
arrive and set about the conducting 
of a religious service? Well, you 
would be entitled to fear further 
defalcations. 

Possibly that is just how some of 
the people felt in a certain water- 
side Dutch village when The Army's 
Salvation vessel hitched up to the 
local landing place and the crew got 



busy in their thorough-going fashion. 
The "Febe," of which we had 
something to say a week or so ago, 
operates throughout The Army's 
Territory in Holland. She carries, in 
addition to her company of several 
Salvationists, a tent and other ac- 
commodation for the holding of 
meetings ashore. She moves up and 
down the waterways and along the 
coasts of that low-lying country, 
bringing blessing and Salvation to 
many who would not otherwise see 
The Army. 



When the tent went up in the little 
village, above referred to, the place 
simply buzzed with excitement. The 
crowds gathered to hear the glad 
sound of Saving Grace, and interest 
increased daily. Then the "Febe'' 
crew said their good-byes, folded 
their tent, and chugged quietly away. 

What happened? The villagers 
turned to their permanent place of 
worship and crowded it so much 
that a part had to be rebuilt to ac- 
commodate them. 

In Heerenveen so many converts 
have been made that it has been 
found necessary to open a Corps 
there, and an Army friend has been 
so impressed by the possibilities that 
he has offered a substantial donation 
toward the erection of a building. 




The people hear The Army message In music and song; they hear It gladly. Our picture, taken by a oc 

comrade, Is of West Toronto Band, playing in High Park 
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Africa's Supreme Adventure 



*ytf Eveu the Zoomi »8' Aeroplane Overhead Fails to Charm so Utterly as Does the Spiritual ®s> 
lip Search to Which the Dark-Skinned Suppliant Devotes Himself— Lions and Elephants, Croco- mk 
H diles and Baboons Supply Only a Secondary Interest £$,!#■ 
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ALAND of adventure— of 
lions and elephants, of 
crocodiles and baboons- 
Africa has become accept- 
ed as the enthralling play- 
ground of the big-game 
hunter, and, nowadays, of the cinema- 
tographer. But who has ever heard 
that the African is keenest, greatest 
and most utterly absorbed when en- 
gaged upon the grand spiritual ad- 
venture of seeking Salvation? 

Yet is it so, as the following will 

Massed in an open space within the 
precincts of the jail at Salisbury, 
Rhodesia, the prisoners were listening 
to the fervent words of General Hic : l 
gins, during his recent visit to the 
country, when an aeroplane passed 
over— and every prisoner craned his 
neck to follow the movements of the 
great man-made bird. Three different 
times, during that address, the flying 
machine swept across the field of 
vision, and each time those dusky 
sons of the great Dark Continent 
turned away from the speaker, with 
his message of hope, a hope which he 
made so personal to evSry hearer, to 
watch the thrumming- challenger of 
the air. 

Can you see it? Yes, perfectly 
natural, you say. Now watch this: 
The meeting draws to its conclusion. 
The law-breaking sons of Africa, 
paying the price of their wrong- 
doing, are invited to seek forgiveness 
of God. The law offers no such 
mercy; it exacts punishment, merely. 
How does the giant criminal react to 
so tender an offer? Forty-eight men 
avail themselves of the invitation; 
they kneel in supplication before their 
fellows. And while they are thus 
humbled that aeroplane zooms yet 
once again across the open sky, but, 
note this, not one of those forty-eight 
penitents opened his eyes or lifted his 
head! 

Once he sets out upon the great 
spiritual adventure the African en- 
gages all his powers upon accom- 
plishing his inspired purpose. He will 
walk hundreds of miles to a given 
centre where gatherings of his people 
are assembling with the intention of 
seeking the favor and the blessing of 
God. 

Victorious Progress 

Judged by the insignificant-looking 
little company of Salvationists who 
set out to blaze The Army trail in the 
Great African Continent, In 1883, the 
prospects of an extensive work were 
faint indeed. But, overcoming many 
and peculiar drawbacks, the vic- 
torious progress of the tri-colored 
Flag of The Army of Salvation has 
been steady and God-glorifying. In 
recent years much extension has been 
recorded with the result that we are 
able to announce that the Flag is 
flying in every province of the Union 
of South Africa; in Northern and 
Southern Rhodesia and the Bechuana- 
land Protectorate; in Portuguese Bast 
Africa. Kenya Colony, Nigeria and 
the Gold Coast. 

From a recently-issued survey of 
Army operations, entitled, "A Glance 
Around the World," we cull the 
following; 

This incident is typical of The 
Army's work among young people of 
the Matabele and Mashona tribes of 
Rhodesia: "It was Decision Sunday, 
and at the close of the meeting about 
twenty children came to the Penitent- 
form to seek the Saviour. Among 
them was a girl whose mother is a 
witch-doctor. I spent some time ex- 
plaining to her the way of Salvation. 
Next day when I visited the kraal 
where she lives, her witch-doctor 
mother told me that she had gone 
away to work, and would not be back 
for some days. 



"A few clays later we heard a voice 
calling at our gate, and found the 
girl. She had in her hand a small 
parcel which she handed to me say- 
ing, 'Could the Inkosikazi please 
make me a dress so that the other 
children can see that I am trying to 
be a Salvationist?' On opening the 
parcel we found two yards of ma- 
terial and a reel of cotton. The child 
had gone away to work on a farm, 
and with the few coppers she had 
earned had bought the material for 
the dress. 

"The following Sunday our little 
convert sat in the meeting with a 
smile on her face which, together 
with the dress, testified to the fact 
that she had abandoned the native 
way of dressing and had found the 
children's Saviour and Friend." 

Unselfish Loyalty 

From Portuguese East Africa 
thousands of natives are drawn for 
spells of labor in the Johannesburg 
gold mines. In the mine compounds 
where they are herded together dur- 
ing the term of their contract with 
the mining companies, many of these 
new-comers are astonished to see 
huge Open-air gatherings, which are 
addressed by numbers of sin-de- 
ploring, Christ-proclaiming natives of 
many different tribes, wearing Army 
S's on their collars. Some of these 
new-comers enter into the still more 
surprising experience of iinselfish 
loyalty to a new-found God. 

They come to dig gold for other 
people and unexpectedly discover the 
source of spiritual wealth for them- 
selves. When they leave the Rand 
their hearts are glad with a message 
which they are bent on carrying to 
their friends. Often, if there is no 
Army Corps near their kraal, they 
start one there. That is one reason 
why The Army has become so rapidly 
self-extending in Africa. 

It is chiefly because of this devo- 
tion of the rank and file of East 
African Salvationists that Salvation 
Army work is striding forward in 
Kenya Colony also, in spite of many 
difficulties. A new Army Outpost in 
Kiblindoi, with over sixty converts, is 
temporarily in charge of a youth of 
fifteen who was trained as a Salva- 
tionist at Malakisi. Youthful as he 
is his words are eagerly listened to 
and his leadership accepted by the 
people. When the Officer directing 
The Army's work in Kenya Colony 
recently visited Malakisi, he was 
deeply moved by the large and en- 
thusiastic rally of Salvation Soldiers 
and converts from outlying districts: 

"Two or three miles away the 
voices of the approaching companies 
could be heard," he writes. "Then 
they began to arrive, in fifties and 
hundreds, the women with erect, lithe 
bodies marching in perfect rhythm. 
Though these people have known 
nothing of The Army save the in- 
struction of the simple teacher — in 
some cases only a raw Recruit or 
Soldier— who' is leading them on, 
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they marched and clapped and sang 
in stirring Army style. They had 
come for many miles along the rib- 
bon-like native paths, their food and 
other necessaries balanced on their 
heads. One Recruit brought a band 
of sixty-two converts from twenty- 
two miles away." 

At one of several newly-opened 
Kenya Corps, a convert won fifty 
of his workmates and neighbors for 
God. 

A woman witch-doctor is among 
the converts of the Corps at Ukamba. 
Encouraged by her converted son to 
separate herself completely from her 
heathen past, she presented her 
witch-craft outfit to The Army Offi- 
cer in order that it might be burned. 
As the flames flickered up around 
it in the centre of an Open-air meet- 
ing, mother and son, with other con- 
verts, sang with great gladness: 
Oh, happy day that fixed my choice 
On Thee, my Saviour and my God! 

The sincerity and tenderness of 
conscience which characterize Bast 
African Salvationists is well illustrat- 
ed in the following incident. The wife 
of a witch-doctor accepted Jesus 
Christ, but after a few weeks she 
was again found kneeling at tjhe 
Penitent-form. Visiting a kraal where 
tembo (a native intoxicant) was 
being served to the guests, she had 
been too fearful to reprove the 
drinkers; and she now sought grace 
in order that she might witness for 
her Master everywhere! 

As a rule the opening up of The 
Army's work is welcomed alike by 
chiefs and people. But occasionally 
opposition is encountered. In the 
neighborhood of Maragua, Salvation- 
ists have recently been subjected to 
persecution. Men have been ill- 
treated and girls have been beaten 
and fined to prevent their attendance 
at The Army's schools and meetings. 
After a long palaver between one of 
our Staff Officers and headmen, an 
assurance has been given that perse- 
cution shall cease. 

In the Shade of a Tree 

A Captain who recently visited 
Kabtani — where a Mulatiwa Soldier is 
pioneering The Army's; work, and 
gathers under the shade of a tree 
those who are willing to learn to read, 
write, and pray — was greeted by Sal- 
vationists who came over the hill- 
top carrying poles and trees, in pre- 
paration for building an Army Hall. 
After conducting a meeting with 
these comrades, the visitor saw an- 
other crowd slowly coming towards 
him. These were the old folk, many 
of whom had never seen a foreigner 
before. "We cannot learn to read 
or write," they said to the Captain, 
"but when the Hall is built we will 
come to the meetings." 

The Army began its work in Ni- 
geria, West Africa, ten years ago, 
first planting its Flag in Lagos, The 
Pioneer Party was temporarily 
drawn from among our Negro Offi- 
cers in the West Indies, under Euro- 








Army Converts in a March Past during a Field Day held recently at 
Saba Saba, Kenya. Colony 



pean leaders. But so rapid and thor- 
ough has been the progress made 
that most of the members of the 
pioneer party have been able to 
return to the West Indies, and we 
already have a splendid company of 
140 trained, efficient, and enthusiastic 
Officers, almost all of whom have 
been made from among our West 
African converts. These are labor- 
ing in 150 centres of work in Nigeria 
and the Gold Coast. 

A West African crowd appears to 
consist largely of smiling rows of 
teeth and eyes agleam with laughter. 
When these smilers happen to be 
Salvationists, they seem to be simply 
saturated with joy. That is the im- 
pression made by Captain Cromwell, 
a son of Africa, who leads The 
Army's forces in the Gold Coast 
town of Sekondi, where hundreds of 
interested people throng around our 
Open-air meetings. At the time of 
the arrival of The Salvation Army in 
his native town, Cromwell was 
prospering in business regularly at- 
tending a place of worship. But he 
was also drinking heavily and lead- 
ing an immoral life! The personal 
attack of The Army wrought a revo- 
lution in his soul. 

Threw a Loaf at Captain 

Among the principal native Salva- 
tionists supporting Captain Cromwell 
in Sekondi are Sergeant - Major 
Woode and Sergeant Sumah. 
Eighteen months ago Woode was a 
prominent member of a dancing club, 
notorious for his evil life. Lounging 
around an Open-air meeting he threw 
a loaf of bread at Captain Cromwell 
and spat on several Salvationists; but 
before the clock chimed again he 
was kneeling at the drum-head and 
shedding penitent tears. To-day 
Woode is respected throughout Sek- 
ondi as a Salvationist whose chief 
interest lies in helping others to find 
true joy. Another remarkable Sek- 
ondi Salvationist is Sergeant Sumah, 
who, until The Army told her of the 
Better Way, never went to market 
without being involved in quarrels, 
often fighting with fists and nails. 
Now she is remarkable for her 
gentleness — although deeply moved 
when she lifts up her voice in joyful 
appeal tor her Master. 

The great glory of The Army— its 
power of self- development through 
the aggressive zeal of its converts — 
constantly extends its borders into 
new territory and thus increases its 
perpetual need, that of money and 
still more money. New centres of 
work, thus opened up by the zeal of 
converts, sooner or later require sys- 
tematic oversight, organization, 
buildings, and hence more Officers 
and more funds. Here is an instance 
of such an officially iinplanned ex- 
tension. Jonah, a sinner and a 
drunkard, who left Obuasi and went ' 
to Sekondi looking for work, continu- 
ed to nurse his old habits in his new 
surroundings. But in Sekondi he 
came upon a restraining influence 
new to him. Attracted by their uni- 
form and music, he listened for the 
first time, amazed, to Salvationists. 
Jonah sought Salvation. 

Soon it occurred to him that, be- 
cause he was unknown to the people 
of Sekondi, they could not fully ap- 
preciate the change in his life; so he 
went back to his native Obuasi, and 
on the streets of his home town at 
once secured attention to his story< 
During the past year an Officer from 
The Army's Headquarters in the Gold 
Coast visited Obuasi, and found a 
number of newly-converted Africans, 
led by Jonah, urging all who would 
listen to seek Salvation. A properly- 
organized Corps is to he established. 
(Continued on page 12) 
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Not only on the street-corner, to sound of martial music; nor swinging through broad 

thoroughfares, with happy soiig, and the echoing tread of a great host; but in out of- 

the-way places, amongst people of differing necessities. Yet is the message always the 

same: "God with us — There is Hope for all in Jesus!" 
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"My Mammy Did That'* 

IT was for neglecting: her children 
and burning them with a red-hot 
poker that the mother of the third 
girl was sent to prison. The Slum 
Officers were informed of the case by 
one of the "cruelty men," as the in- 
spectors of the National Society for 
the Prevention of Cruelty to Children 
are known in the East End of Lon- 
don. They found the smaller members 
of the family in an unspeakably dirty 
state and terribly scarred. 

"My Mammy did that," said one of 
them, with pitiful frankness, to the 
Officer who was dressing the wounds. 
"You ain't going to take me to 
Mammy?" was the frightened query 
of a four-year-old. 

Out of this hell the eldest girl had 
fled to the yet worse hell of the pave- 
ments, and it was difficult to come at 
her, but persistence brought its re- 
ward, and the Slum Captain added 
one more rescue to her roll. The girl 
was found a situation in which she 



*Under this heading we are giving a 
series of extracts from "God in the 
Slums," by Hugh Redwood. The book 
may be purchased from our Trade De- 
partment, 20 Albert Street, Toronto 2, 
Ont., In paper cover, 35 cents; cloth 
cover, 65 cents; postage 6 cents extra. 



4 4 rp HERE Is far more kindliness 
I in life than many people sup- 
* pose," says a writer in "My 
Magazine." He goes on, however, to 
deplore the fact that evil deeds re- 
ceive far greater publicity than good 
deeds can hope to command. For the 
purpose of illustrating his statement, 
the scribe turns story-teller. First he 
speaks of three poor old German 
women who worked in the canteen 
of a war camp in Germany. Hearing 
that it was an English prisoner's 
birthday, they took him some roses 
and violets, an egg, and some apples. 

"I had often carried pails of water 
to the kitchen for them," he said, 
"but never thought they would re- 
member my birthday." 

What a picture it is — a smart 
cavalry officer carrying water for 
the women-folk of his captors, and 
they returning the kindness in flow- 
ers and food and fruit, at that time 
as rare as frankincense and myrrh. 

That is the sort of thing one loves 
to read. It helps our faith in our 
fellows and in the kindly charities of 
life. How good it is to know that 
little deeds of that sort flowered in 
the desolate field of a prison camp. 

Then there is the story of a Negro 
who died in Ohio not very long ago. 
He had a shoeblack's stand where he 
worked for 26 years without a holi- 
day. Apparently he had a good edu- 
cation, and it is said that the famous 
Booker Washington tried to persuade 
him to become his private secretary. 
But he refused every offer to leave 
his stand. Beside him, as he worked, 
there were always ten young Ne- 
groes, every one of them attending 
school. 

Kept Ten Boys at School 

The stand could have been con- 
ducted with a smaller working force,, 
but it was constantly maintained at 
that number. Joe had reckoned that 
the earnings of the stand would pay 
the school bills of ten boys at a time, 
and for' more than a quarter of a 
century this unknown colored man 
kept ten boys at school. 

One other story, not given by "My 
.Magazine," comes fittingly here. A 
Salvation Army Cadet, in the course 
; of visitation from house to house, 
^found a widow woman who, at sixty 



was affectionately treated, and rose 
rapidly in the estimation of those 
employing her. More than this, the 
mother (whose gaol-born baby had 
died within the prison walls) was met 
by a Slum Officer on her release and, 
under the same influence, restored to 
decency and a right mind. She, too, 
was provided with a situation and 
a chance of making good, the children 
meantime being sent to Homes. 
With a sympathetic interest, the law 
watched an experiment which proved 
entirely successful. Both mother and 
daughter are entered upon the report 
as "doing well." 

Redeemed From the Pit 

The light of a wondrously-changed 
experience redeems the fourth of the 
cases from the darkness of the pit 
which closes about the last of them. 
Let the concluding story be told as it 
stands in the report-book: it is one 
of those documents which are not sus- 
ceptible of embellishment: 

"The Slum Officer's attention was 
attracted, during a walk around the 
docks, by the sound of sobbing. 
She went in the direction from 
which the sound came, and saw a 
young girl seated on one of the 
stumps used as mooring posts for 
ships. 

" 'What is the matter ? Are you 



in trouble?' the Officer ask-,. . • . 
ed. The girl, however, did not ^ ' 
answer, but continued crying, '•': *". 
with her head down and her p'Sk 
face hidden. f ' " 

" 'Come, hold up your . ' .'•; 
head!' said the Officer. 'It's 
The Army Captain talking 
to you.' 

"At once the girl stood up. c~*:\ 
She was an expectant moth- ( 
er, fifteen years old, and her ' 
father had refused to have 
her in the house. Her mother, 
nevertheless, had been in the 
habit of letting her in at mid- 
night and turning her out again in 
the early morning. Every day for 
four months she had been sitting 
on the stump by the dock-side, 
keeping a look-out for the man who 
was the father of her coming child. 

"Asked if she had had anything 
to eat — it was past mid-day — she 
said she had not, and was taken to 
a coffee stall. The Captain then 
went to the address which the girl 
had given, a poor-looking place, of 
which the front was tumbling down. 
After much knocking a woman 
came to the door and admitted to 
being the mother, but implored the 
Officer not to let the girl be seen 
by her father, as he would certainly 
beat her and might murder her. 



Fine Deeds that Flower 

Maybe We Are Not So Necessitous Regarding Nobility as . 
Some Would Imagine 

the work was for that day completed. 

"How are you doing for food?" he 
asked, as he passed through the 
kitchen on his way from the scullery. 

"Fine, thank you," the old lady re- 
plied, trying to lead him past the 
barely-provided table. 

"Looks as if it might be improved," 
he said, eyeing the cups and saucers. 
A few crusts of bread only occupied 
the two plates set for the widow and 
her son. 

"Exactly how do you make this 
tea?" he asked, taking up a cup in 
an effort to identify its contents. He 
found that the unsweetened decoc- 
tion was secured by pouring hot 
water upon a few charred crusts, and 
this, with the odd crusts on the 
plates, constituted their whole meal. 

Just how he managed it we may 
not say, any more than we may be- 
tray his identity; but that Cadet 
speedily secured appropriate supplies 
of food, and he saw to it that The 
Army took an interest in the widow 
and her son thereafter. 

Long years afterwards, when the 
widow died, it was the Cadet, now a 
Major in The Army, who buried her, 
and it came to light that that Officer 
had paid periodical visits to the city 
where he was trained as an Officer, 
and that, every time, he called upon 
the widow and insisted that he be 
allowed to manipulate the mangle. 

With such things happening, as 
they are, about us everywhere, the 
world perhaps is not so bad a place 
as some imagine. 



years of age, was as worn as if she 
had lived twenty years longer. For 
some years she had maintained her- 
self and an epileptic son by rough 
laundry work, much of which took 
the form of mangling. The machine 
she used was ancient indeed, being of 
the cumbrous box variety, weighted 
with heavy stones. 

Through much wringing of wet 
clothes her hands had been utterly 
over-strained, and a doctor had said 
that she would soon be the victim of 
paralysis. As she stood at the door, 
looking her weary and perpetual 
query — yes, her poor, tired eyes 
seemed always to be asking a ques- 
tion, a hopeless, pathetic question — 
the Cadet, though obviously a new 
beginner, forgot his embarrassment 
in a powerful surge of knightly de- 
sire to serve this needy old woman. 

"May I have the privilege — ?" It 
was the formal opening he had been 
employing as he had passed from 
door to door, and he had usually con- 
cluded, "of inviting you to our meet- 
ings," but this time he finished with 
these words — "of assisting you in 
some way?" 

"Can't say there's anything," came 
the answer. 

"You needn't be afraid," urged the 
boy; "I'd try anything you wanted 
done." 

And he ended the doorstep scene? 
by accompanying the old lady into 
her poverty-stricken home, where he 
spent an hour operating that box- 
mangle to such good purpose that all 



THE CALL OF CHRIST is 

"COME UNTO ME 



ALU YE THAT LABOR!" 

Does that include you? Then come. He says: "Him that cometh unto 
Me I will in no wise cast out." 




"The Officer's answer was that she 
would herself interview the father, 
if need were, but that, in any case! 
the girl must be allowed to come 
home. Otherwise, or if she were 
beaten, the 'cruelty man' should 
certainly be informed. The mother 
thereupon promised to get her into 
the house again, and the Officer 
fetched her. 

"A week later the Officer was 
summoned in the early morning. 
The girl had been removed to hos- 
pital the night before, and had there 
given birth to twins. Both the 
babies were dead, and she herself 
was dying from exhaustion. The 
Officer hurried to the hospital, and 
was in time to point the dying; girl 
to the Saviour, remaining at her 
bedside until she passed away. 

"The parents were so frightened 
that they disappeared, and have not 
since been heard of." 

The Romance Remains 

The false romance of Limehouse is 
shivered by these chronicles of sor- 
row. But the true romance remains; 
and out of the Limehouse district has 
come one of the most exalting records 
of devoted service that the annals of 
The Salvation Army can produce. 

Twenty years and more ago it 
began, when a frail, under-sized 
woman went to live in Pennyfields, 
the strangely-named thoroughfare 
which links Limehouse Causeway 
with Poplar High Street. She was 
an Officer whose health had not been 
equal to the strain of The Army's 
Field Work, and who had, conse- 
quently, been transferred to a desk 
at Headquarters. Withdrawal from 
the battle-front was something to 
which she could not reconcile her- 
self. 

It was not only that she was afire 
with an intense religious enthusiasm: 
she was possessed by the conviction 
that in some way, yet to be revealed 
to her, she was to do a special work 
among the Chinese people. She had 
(Continued on page 12) 



WHAT HAPPENED ON 

SATURDAY NIGHT 

WHEN the Sergeant-Major arrived 
at the Hall at Hinckley, Eng., 
the other night, a young man beckon- 
ed from across the road. 

"Do you convert them on Saturday 
night," he asked mysteriously. Unui 
he had repeated his question the Sal- 
vationist could hardly grasp his mean- 
iig. . 

"Certainly, old man, you may be 
converted on Saturday night; or now, 
if you feel that way, would be bet- 
ter." But no; he would wait unt» 
Saturday, that he might get con- 
verted publicly! He was obviously 
deeply stirred and very sincere. J- 
was learned later that he had waiteo 
an hour to ask his question. , 

Saturday night arrived, and with .n 
the inquirer. On the invitation being 
given, he made his way to the Mercy- 
seat and claimed Salvation. 
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"With Trumpets and Sound of Cornet make a joyful noise 
Before the Lord, The King" 



f ur A4 us ' ca ^ Fraternity 




WATCHING THE BAND 

An Interesting Idea is Here 

Suggested for Those With Time 

and Taste 

NOTE the reactions of certain 
people in the crowd around an 
Army Open-air meeting, and 
particularly in the section occupied by 
the Band, and pick out the men who 
have working knowledge of brass in- 
struments. You can even separate 
the cornet players from the trom- 
bonists. To do this one does not need 
the powers of deduction of a Sherlock 
Holmes, either. It is done by the 
process of elimination, and the man 
you are watching does it for himself. 
He inevitably gravitates to the local- 
ity of the part in which he is most 
interested. You will find him, at 
length, peering over the shoulder of 
the man whose part he would study. 

Last Sunday, in High Park Toron- 
to, in which beautiful location the 
West Toronto Band may be found on 
Sunday afternoons, an exception was 
discovered. He was observed to be 
happily enjoying the service of musi- 
cal ministry, and the smile he wore 
was taken to indicate his appreciation 
of the stand for righteousness which 
was being taken. At the close, how- 
ever, he drew alongside the leader 
and, still smiling, disclosed his iden- 
tity. A Baptist minister from Bos- 
ton, Mass., he had thoroughly enjoyed 
the music of the Band and of the sing- 
ing. "But you know," he added, rub- 
bing his sides with gratification, "I 
used to play the trombone in a little 
Band we had in my home village. Oh! 
it does me good to hear the trom- 
bone!" 

Scarcely the most saintly seeming 
of Instruments, the trombone, should 
you think? One never hears it sug- 
gested that there will be Bands of 
trombones in Heaven. Yet, that min- 
ister found unction in the sound of 
the much-maligned noise-producer. 

Everyone to his taste; there's no 
accounting for it! 



WEDDING BELLS 

Merrily Ring at Windsor I 

An interesting wedding was per- 
formed recently at Windsor I, when 
Songster Mamie French and Bands- 
man Arthur Ballantine were united 
in marriage by Major C. Sparks, the 
Divisional Commander. Sister Nellie 
French, sister of the bride, was 
bridesmaid, while Harold Ballantine 
supported his brother. Felicitations 
and congratulatory telegrams were 
read by the father of the bride, while 
addresses were given by Brothers 
C. Rawlings and Charles Newberry. 

After the ceremony a reception 
was held in the Young People's Hall. 
Musical numbers were given by the 
Citadel Band. 

Sister Mrs. French is the daughter 
of Brother and Sister French, for- 
merly of St. John's, Newfoundland, 
while Bandsman Arthur Ballantine is 
the son of Bandsman and Mrs. David 
Ballantine, veteran Soldiers of Wind- 
sor I.— -"Sid." 



IE OF PMTET PIMM 

Together With Some Practical Advice on the Matter 



QUARTET playing is at once 
the key-note to accurate inton- 
ation and the gateway to tune- 
fulness and correct phrasing. It also 
constitutes an excellent means of 
tone-building and tone-blending, and 
indeed forms the nucleus of a well- 
toned Band. 

Moreover, the finer shades of Band 
playing are emphasized by the blend- 
ing of the various instruments, so as 
to give what is a most desirable re- 
sult — cohesion. 

Now next to united scale practice 
(such as the exercises contained In 
"Studies for Band Training"), quar- 
tet playing is of the utmost im- 
portance, for it teaches the various 
players to balance well and to play 
in sympathy with each other. In 
Band work cornet and euphonium 
players are too often heard above the 
rest of the players; in quartet en- 
semble they learn to subdue the tone. 
Again, as a rule, in Bands the 2nd 
cornet player's part is frequently lost 
in obscurity, but in quartet work 
he becomes trained to develop his 
tone and play up to his fellows. 

Disciplinary Value 

Attached to every Band should be 
a number of instrumental parties, 
even though they do not all function 
in public. The private practice will 
be well worth while if only because 
of its disciplinary value. 

Secondary players should be in- 
cluded in the parties. Many never 
get an opportunity for individual 
work; then if they are suddenly called 
upon as substitute for the soloist, they 
are unequal to the task. Appearance 
in public as a member of an instru- 
mental quartet undoubtedly assists 
in overcoming nervousness and de- 
velops the tone to a surprising degree. 

For purposes of practice it is pos- 
sible to include every instrumentalist 
in the Band in one or other of the 
parties, from Eb soprano down to 
BBh monstre. 

For example, the two cornet parts 
could be taken by 1st and 2nd bari- 
tone, horn by Eb bass, and euphonium 
by BBb monstre. Another suggestion 
is that the two cornets, baritone, and 
euphonium parts could be taken by 
two trombones, baritone, and euphon- 
ium (or two euphoniums). Various 
experiments could be undertaken. 
For example, all the pieces in Instru- 
mental Albums, No. 9 (arranged for 
four trombones), could be rendered 
by three cornets and bass trombone. 
With slight modification the trombone 
part could be suitably played by the 
Eb bass. 

It is a good thing to appoint a 
leader to train each party. He need 
not necessarily be a participant in the 



ANOTHER BAND WEEK-END 

At Ottawa III the Band took 
charge of affairs over a recent week- 
end of August 22nd and 23rd. Band- 
master Waterman took the lesson in 
tlie Holiness meeting. The night ser- 
vice was conducted by Brother and 
Sister G-reenaway. 

The Band visited the Britannia 
Park, five miles distant, in the after- 
noon. The Ottawa Electric Railway 
Co, provides free transportation for 
the Bandsmen every Sunday. 



actual playing; in fact, he can do bet- 
ter work without an instrument. This 
duty in itself would assist in develop- 
ing in him the qualities of leadership, 
and at the same time ensure that an 
equal balance of tone is maintained. 

Whilst acccompanying Chalk Farm 
Band upon its recent Scandinavian 
tour I had ample opportunities of 
judging the value of quartet play- 
ing, for Bandmaster Punchard in- 
cluded one item upon each program. 

The quartets were received with 
considerable enthusiasm and many 
enquiries made concerning them. 

No excuse can now be made for 
neglecting this important aspect of 
Brass Band work, for there are at 
present in print no fewer than thirty- 
six quartets, four trios, and four 
quintets — as fine a collection of 
pieces as any combination need with 
to possess. 

Their value is enhanced by the fact 
that in nearly every instance the 
melodies have been set to words, and 
while the pieces are being played the 
words will be singing their way into 
the hearts of the listeners. Why not 
an evening devoted solely to the 
playing of quartets, trios, and quin- 
tets? 

In conclusion, here are a few helps 
for the guidance of those who may 
be deputed to teach and train instru- 
mental groups. Precision and unani- 
mity are absolutely essential, and 
these can only be obtained by fre- 
quent and painstaking practice. Pre- 
cision means accuracy -in beginning 
and ending a note. The attack (as it 
is termed) of every phrase should be 
so precise that the four instruments 
speak as one. The end of a note or 
phrase should be reached by every 
instrumentalist at exactly the same 
time. 

Flexibility of tone is another fea- 
ture of good quartet playing; the 
music should never sound stiff; light 
and shade should also be well in evi- 
dence. 

"Four in One" 

There should be no overblowing on 
the part of any member. Balance and 
equality of tone are required, for un- 
less four instrumentalists play to each 
other they cannot secure correct bal- 
ance; all parts must blend as one 
with no one part predominating over 
the rest. To borrow a phrase, they 
should be "four in one and one in 
four," and no part should, remain in 
obscurity. 

Refinement of tone should also be 
made a feature; the music should flow 
as smoothly as possible and be made 
to live, glow, and radiate in tone. — 
Commandant A. Bristow, London, 
England. 



ARBITER OF SOUND 

The Ear Has an Important Task 
Which is Worthy of Study 

AS so much importance is attached 
to the training of the ear, and 
properly so, the singer should under- 
stand why. It is natural to argue 
that the ear is not part of the vocal 
organ, nor of the brain which con- 
ceives sound; therefore, some explana- 
tion of the relation of the ear to the 
brain in singing should be given. 

The ear is the receiver and the 
arbiter of sound; it takes note of and 
analyzes the various qualities of 



GERMAN RECORDS 

German Salvationists are produc- 
ing their own gramophone records. 
Announcements are made of the re- 
cording and publication of several 
pieces by the German Staff Band, 
including, "We're Bound for Canaan's 
Shore," march; "God is Love," march; 
"For you I am praying," selection, 
and "There is life for a look," selec- 
tion. The Male Voice Party has also 
recorded "Trust in Jesus" to a magni- 
ficent German tune, and "Almost 
Persuaded." We understand that the 
vocal numbers are exceptionally fine. 



BRANTFORD VOCALISTS 

A word concerning the most inter- 
esting group of Brantford vocalists 
who burst into "War Cry" limelight 
on this page last week. Under the 
leadership of Bro. E. Court, Jr., they 
are making gratifying strides in effi- 
ciency of both technique and service. 
During the recent Band week-end the 
party featured acceptably on Satur- 
day evening. 

It is also interesting to note, by the 
way, that the members of this male 
voice party are instrumentalists, and 
play from the second series. 



THE BEAUTY 



OF MUSIC 



71AT USIC washes away from 
1'JL the soul the dust of every- 
day life. — Auerbach. 

There's music in the sighing 
of a reed; there's music in the 
gushing of a rill; there's music 
in all things, if men have ears; 
their earth is but an echo of the 
spheres. — Byron. 

It is the medicine of the 
breaking heart. — Sir A. Hunt. 

Lord, what music hast Thou 
provided for Thy saints in 
Heaven, when Thou affordest 
bad men such music on. earth! — 
Izaac Walton. 

The stormy music of the drum. 
— Campbell. 

Music is one of the fairest and 
most glorious gifts of God, to 
which Satan is a bitter enemy; 
for it removes from the heart 
the weight of sorrow and the 
fascination of evil thoughts. — 
Luther. 



sound. It receives from it a pleasing 
or an unpleasant impression, but it is 
not the ear that conceives sound, 
although it does dominate its concep- 
tion. What the ear does is to com- 
municate an impression to the brain, 
through the auditory nerve. The im- 
pression stimulates the brain to con- 
ceive, and the will to produce, sound. 
If the impression produced is beauti- 
ful, the tone conception and produc- 
tion will also be beautiful; if it is 
either disagreeable or indefinite the 
tone conceived and produced will also 
be disagreeable or uncertain. 

The ear, therefore, is the sense to 
be relied on as the first cause of 
sound. 

PARLIAMENT STREET CORPS 

COMING!— WEST 

TORONTO BAND 

Wednesday, Sept. 2nd, 8 p.m. 

Admission, Tvventy-Fivo Cents 
YOU BE SURE TO COME 

All Roads Lead to 

DOVERCOURT 
Saturday, Sunday, Sept. 5-6th 

BRANTFORD MALE VOICE PARTY 

Colonel and Mrs. Miller 

and Dovereourt Band 
Festival, Saturday, 8 p.m., 15 cents 

A LABOR WEEK-END ~~ ~ 

AT UPPINCOTT 

Visit of the 

Belleville Male Quartet 

Saturday, Sunday, September B-6tU 

Special Musical Program, Sun., 3 p.m. 
Exhibition Visitors Welcomed, 



12 



THE WAR 



CRY 



September 5, 1931 



SISTER MRS. JOSEPH WEST, 
Halifax H 

Death has again entered our ranks 
and taken our dear comrade, Sister 
Mrs. Joseph West, whom we laid to 
rest in Camphill Cemetery on Mon- 
day last, after forty years of service 
for God in The Army. She enlisted in 
her home city, St. John's, Newfound- 
land. Her husband is also a Soldier 
of Halifax II Corps. 

Our promoted comrade had not 
been well for a number of years, and 
a week before the last Call sounded 
had a stroke, from which she never 
rallied. A few days before' the 
Chariot lowered she was visited by 
Sergeant-Major Mills and Brother 
Walter Kay. She assured them that 
all was well with her soul. 

The funeral took place on Monday 
afternoon from the Officers' Quarters, 
and was conducted by Commandant 
Cavender, assisted by Brigadier 
Byers and Sergeant-Ma jor Mills. The 
Soldiers walked in a body to the 
Cemetery. 

The memorial service, on Sunday 
night, was well attended. Many paid 
tribute to the deceased comrade. In 
the prayer-meeting two found Salva- 
tion at the Mercy-seat, 

We pray that God will bless the 
bereaved. — M.S. 

BROTHER HOWTON, 
West Toronto 
Death has come very suddenly to 
one of our older comrades, Brother 
Howton. In his usual place in the 
meeting on Sunday, he was called 
the next day with scarcely a mom- 
ent's warning, but was ready and 
has left behind him a splendid testi- 
mony. At the funeral Field-Major 
Higdon, a former Officer of the 
Corps, bore eloquent testimony to the 
reality of our departed comrade's re- 
ligion, and in the memorial service 
on Sunday night other veterans in 
the Corps spoke highly of him. The 
deepest sympathy is felt for the 
bereaved family. 




THE ADVANCE GUARD 



ALLED 10 



Higher Service 




BROTHER GEORGE BRACE, 

Chance Cove, Nfld. 

Brother George Brace has been 
promoted to Glory. He was eighty- 
seven years of age, and in good 
health until within eight days of his 




BROTHER PICKLES, SR., 
Walkerville 

Walkerville Corps has suffered a 
great loss in the sudden promotion to 
Glory of Brother Pickles, Sr., who 
has spent forty years in The Army. 
On Wednesday, July 15th ,he went to 
the Home League outing, which he 
enjoyed very much; but on Thurs- 
day, while sleeping peacefully, he 
went to his Reward. 

Brother Pickles was a Soldier of 
Leeds I, in the Old Land, prior to 
coming to Canada. For the past nine 
years he has rendered faithful service 
in Walkerville. 



Brother G. Brace 

death. When visited by the Officer, 
he. said he was patiently waiting for 
the Call. 

He leaves behind, beside eight 
children, many grandchildren and 
great grandchildren who mourn his 
loss. His eldest son is an Envoy in 
this Corps. 

The funeral was conducted by Cap- 
tain Gillard, and a large crowd came 
to pay respects to this beloved War- 
rior. At the memorial service mem- 
bers of his family, representing three 
generations, sang a duet. — P.R. 




tSrother Pickles 

The funeral service was largely 
attended. Captain Hetherington con- 
ducted the memorial service, when 
Sisters Mrs. Simester and Mrs. 
Knighton paid tribute to the service 
of our late comrade. At the close of 
the service nine seekers knelt at the 
Cross. 
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SONGS from the NEW SONG BOOK where waves the flag 

(Continued from page 10) 

- never been to China; plainly, she was 

debarred by her physique from ven- 
turing upon the rigors of a missionary 
life; she was almost wholly without 
means. But these were things of 
which she took no count : God's plan, 
in her behalf, depended upon her co- 
operation, and,' infinitesimal though 
her share in it might be, she dared 
not leave it undischarged. If to the 
East she might not go, at least she 
could go to the East End, perhaps to 
find her task awaiting her among its 
growing Chinese colony. So Cather- 
ine Hine answered her call, and in her 
spare time learned her way about the 
labyrinth of streets where dwell the 
laundrymen, the stewards and sea- 
cooks, the restaurant-keepers and the 
drivers of more questionable trades. 

She had a great gift of inspiring 
confidence and compelling honesty; 
and by its aid she gained remark- 
able insight into the Chinese charac- 
ter, so grievously misunderstood by 
the majority of English people. Mov- 
ing continuously among these folks, 
she grew accustomed to their alien 
appearance, their weak and narrow 
eyes- and high, gaunt cheek-bones, 
their chirping talk and quiet litheness 
of motion; and she recognized in them 
the children entrusted to her care, 
easy to love and quick to learn. They, 
for their part, responded eagerly, and 
soon called her "Little Teacher." 

It was labor which took heavy toll 
of her strength, but it prospered be- 
yond imagining, and it was a wise 
decision of Headquarters to further it 
by giving it recognition as a special 
missionary effort, associated with the 
slum operations in the same district. 
The little Hall was rented for her— by 
a happy thought the rent was made a 
charge upon The Army's Overseas 
Department — and when it was seen 
that her health threatened, to give 
way altogether under a double strain, 
she was granted her retirement from 
Headquarters, with the rank of 
Adjutant, so that she might devote 
herself to Pennyfields alone. 
(To be Continued) 



Oh, Come and Look 

(No. 4 in New Song Book) 
Oh, come and look awhile on Him, 
Whom we nave pierced, Who for 
us died; 
Together let us look and mourn; 
The Christ of God is crucified. 

His willing hands and feet are bound : 
His gracious lips with thirst are 
dried; 

His pitying eye is dimmed with woe; 
The Christ of God is crucified. 

Shall we refuse to hear Him speak? 

Dare we the Sinless One deride? 
Surely on Him our sins were laid; 

With Jesus we are crucified. 

A broken and a childlike heart 
To none who ask will be denied; 

A broken heart love's dwelling is — 
The temple of the Crucified. 



Thou Art Everything to Me 

(No. 223 in New Song Book) 
Jesus, tender Lover of my soul, 
Pard'ner of my sins, and Friend 
indeed, 
Keeper of the garden of my heart, 
Jesus, Thou art everything to me. 

Chorus : 
Jesus, Thou art everything to me, 
Jesus, Thou art everything to me, 
All my lasting joys are found in 

Thee, 
Jesus, Thou art everything to me. 

What to me are all the joys of earth ? 

What to me is every sight I see, 
Save the sight of Thee, oh Friend of 
mine ? 

Jesus, Thou art everything to me. 

Here I lay me at Thy bleeding feet, 
Deepest homage now I give to 
Thee; 
Hear Thy whiaper'd love within my 
soul, 
Jesus, Thou art everything to me. 



AFRICA'S SUPREME ADVENTURE 



(Continued from page 9) 



Visiting Begoro last August, a cor- 
respondent of "The War Cry" was 
met by a crowd of chocolate-colored 
Salvationists, jingling tambourines 
and shouting "Hallelujah!" Presently 
these exuberant Salvationists, march- 
ing four abreast, swept through the 
main , street. "Paying our respects 
to the local chief, Twum Antwi," 
wrote the correspondent, "we noted 
in the courtyard the 'talking' drums, 
decorated with human skulls and 
bones. This local monarch said he 
was much impressed by the changed 
lives of many of his people who had 
become Salvationists. He added that 
he had heard with great interest that 
the headmen of The Salvation Army 



was about to visit South Africa, and 
he asked that we would carry his 
greetings to 'Big Chief Higgins;' " 

In Kumassie, the capital of Ash- 
anti, where an Army Corps, recently 
opened, already plays an influential 
part in the life of the people, the 
same correspondent had an interview 
with Nana Prempreh, ex-King of 
Ashanti. The king paid a fine tribute 
to the value of The Salvation Army's 
work, adding, "Therefore to General 
Higgins, when he lands in South 
Africa, I, with the Queen Mother, 
would send this messags: 1 salute, 
you very heartily, and we return our 
thanks to you and pray that the work 
may prosper.' " > 



Corps Taking 200 and More 
"War Crys" Weekly 

HALIFAX I (Staff-Captain and 

Mrs. Earle) g 5 g 

MONTREAL 1 (Commandant and 

Mrs. Speller) 700 

OTTAWA I (Ensign and Mrs. 

Mundy) 600 

MONCTON (Adjutant and Mrs. 

Cubitt) 400 

WINDSOR I Ensign awd Mrs. 

Warrander) 350 

ST. JOHN 1 (Adjutant and Mrs. 

Martin) 350 

T1MMINS (Adjutant and Mrs. 

Jones) 330 

SHERBROOKE (Ensign and Mrs. 

Hempstead ) 325 

ST. THOMAS (Adjutant and Mrs. 

Godden) 310 

PETERBORO (Adjutant and Mrs. 

Falle) 300 

HAMILTON IV (Ensign and Mrs. 

Jolly) 300 

HAMILTON I (Staff-Captain and 

Mrs. Bourne) 300 

FREDERICTON (Adjutant and 

Mrs. Stevens) 290 

SYDNEY (Adjutant and Mrs. 

Cranwell) 285 

MONTREAL IV (Captain and Mrs, 

Larimer) 275 

SARNIA (Adjutant and Mrs. 

Harrison) 270 

WINDSOR II (Captain and Mrs. 

Hetherington) 250 

LONDON I (Ensign and Mrs. Ellis) 250 
KINGSTON (Adjutant and Mrs. 

Rawlings) 250 

GLACE BAY (Commandant and 

Mrs. Woolcott) '235 

BRANTFORD (Adjutant Bird, En- 
sign Hart) 235 

HAMILTON III (Ensign and Mrs. 

Barr) 23 ° 

CHARLOTTETOWN (Adjutant 

and Mrs. Kimmins) 225 

ST. STEPHEN (Commandant and 

Mrs. Sanford) 225 

WINDSOR III (Ensign and Mrs. 

Hobbins) 225 

ST. CATHARINES (Ensign and 

Mrs. Hart) 225 

VERDUN (Adjutant and Mrs. 

Bosher) m 

OTTAWA III (Adjutant and Mrs. 

Waters) 21 ° 

ORILLIA (Commandant and Mrs. 

White) z1 ° 

NEW GLASGOW (Adjutant and 

Mrs. Boulton) 205 

NORTH BAY (Adjutant and Mrs. 

Kirbyson) 2 ° 5 

WOODSTOCK, Ont (Adjutant and 

Mrs. Luxton) '° 

LIPPINCOTT (Ensign and Mrs. 
u , ... ... 200 

Howlett) 

RIVERDALE (Captain and Mrs. 

Pilfrey) 

ST. JOHN'S I (Commandant and 

Mrs. Abbott) ' 

TRURO (Commandant and Mrs. 

Davis) 

HALIFAX II (Commandant and 

Cavendar) 

MONTREAL II (Commandant and 

Mrs. Jordan) 

GALT (Ensign and Mrs. J. Wood) 2 °» 

LOVING CO-OPERATION 

(Continued from page 3) 
offers, will spell Salvation from an- 
So, by the meek and lowly-Hearted 
approach which may be l eaxne jv" 
Him who, though rich, for our saKes 
became poor, the nations may nu 
loyal and selfless co-operation pu 
sible and a speedy solution 01 
their problems as a result. 

More than certain is it ttLat „ r S rn 
fog of suspicion of each other, whwn 
beclouds every issue, between nauu" 
and nation, between employers u> 
employed, would be dissipated, a™ 
the clear atmosphere of sincere con 
fidence dispose the otherwise < con 
tending parties to mutual Iodoi, 
rected to the happy end so earnestly 
sought by all right-thinking peop»* 
• Yesterday, to-day, and f oreve ^ tion 
same, He has the- permanent soiu<- ^ 
if men will but turn to Him. . o" 
must begin with the individual-* 
you! 
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HERE IS AN ENTIRELY NEW "WAR CRY" FEATURE ft 

PAGE FOR OUR YOUNG PEOPLJT | 







PURPOSE IS WHAT GIVES LIFE A MEANING 



©i®i 



Ml 



Light at 
Robbins Reef 



"I 



WAS living at Sandy Hook when 
I met Jacob Walker. He kept 
the Sandy Hook Lighthouse. He 
took me to the lighthouse as his 
bride. I enjoyed that, for it was on 
land, and I could keep a garden and 
raise vegetables and flowers. 

"After a few years my husband 
was transferred to Robbins Reef. The 
day we came here I said, 'I won't 
stay. The sight of water whichever 
way I look makes me lonesome and 
blue.' I refused to unpack my trunks 
and boxes at first. I unpacked them 
a little at a time. After a while they 
were all unpacked, and I stayed on. 

"My husband caught a heavy cold 
while tending the light. It turned 
into pneumonia. It was necessary to 
take him to the Smith Infirmary on 
Staten Island, where he could have 
better care than I could have given 
him in the lighthouse. 

"I could not leave the light to be 
with him. He understood. One night, 
while I sat up there tending the light, 
I saw a boat coming. Something 
told me what news it was bringing 
me. I expected the words that came 
up to me from the darkness. 

"'We are, sorry, Mrs. Walker, but 
your husband's worse.' 

" 'He is dead,' I said. 

"We buried him in the cemetery 
on the hill. All this happened many 
years ago. Every morning when the 
sun comes up I stand at the port-hole 
and look in the direction of the 
grave. . . . Sometimes the hills are 
white with snow. Sometimes they 
are green. Sometimes brown. But 
there always seems to come a mess- 
age from that grave. It is what I 
heard Jacob say more often than any- 
thing , else in his life. Just three 
words : 

" 'Mind that light.' " 

This story appeared some time ago 
in a New York daily. What wonder- 
ful patience and loyalty to what she 
conceived to be her duty that 
woman possessed! She had the power 
to see a thing through to the conclu- 
sion ! 

Most of us are equipped with effi- 
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;j; NEXT WEEK— % 

♦ WE COMMENCE 4 

!> OPEN-AIR AIDS % 
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cient self-starters. We talk a great 
deal of our "ambitions" and our 
"plans for life." Very often we start 
well! But success does not always 
lie in the sort of start we make. 
Granted that a good beginning is half 
the battle there is still the other half 
to fight. And it is very often in this 
matter of continuity of effort, of per- 
sistency, of constant application to 
definite purpose that some of us fall 
down. "The power to see a thing 
through" — as one well-known writer 
puts it— is a gift we all might covet. 
This applies to our secular affairs, our 
vocation, our studies; and with equal 
forcibleness to our spirituality. 

To "practice the presence of God" 
requires unceasing application. "Mind 
the light" is the admonition of the 
soul. Sporadic prayer is ineffectual; 
intermittent Bible reading and study 
falls short of its purpose. "Hit and 
miss" tactics in the spiritual realm 
are as woefully insufficient as they 
are in business or school life. Let 
us put heart and mind and will to 
our Salvationist^ and cultivate the 
grace of "seeing things through." 



A column on this page mil bo open for the presentation and discussion 
of matters that have a bearing on the life of yonng people. Questions 
may ho asked; personal problems dealt with; the story of conversion 
given; a written testimony or the account of an advonture in Christian 
warfare — in fact, letters will he welcomed concerning the hundred and 
one. things that have to do with the youth of to-day. We invite the 
young folk in their 'teens and early twenties to write, care of the 
Editor, "The War Cry" (Open Forum), 20 Albert Street, Toronto, Ont. 



'What's the Good?' asks 'Alpha' 

The Open Forum, 
Dear Editor: — 

I am a youna Salvationist, seventeen years of age. My Barents are not par- 
ticularly in favor of my Army relationship, and on occasion raise objection to it. At 
times, I confess, 1 find it exceedingly difficult to bear their criticism with good- 
natured self-control. Were it not for the grace of God, I would altogether fail. 

The Open-air, in particular, meets with my father's disapproval. I have en- 
deavored to point out its value to him, but he claims that reliflion is a matter of 
every man's choice, and not "a thing to be rammed down people's throats." Then 
he also argues that most of the people in the district in which our particular Corps 
operates, are respectable, church-goinfl citizens, and do not need The Army's street- 
corner efforts. 

At times I wonder if there is not much truth in this latter statement. Sometimes 
I have Queried, "Just what good do we accomulish, only half-a-dozen of us, in our 
Sunday Open-air on streets where no one appears to take the least bit of interest in 
our message?" 

Then again I am encouraged to think that behind closed doors people are listen- 
ing. For the sake of even one discouraned or wayward individual who might live 
there, we must take our message into every part of the district, be it poor or well- 
to-do. 1, at any rate, shall continue, notwithstanding that criticisms are levelled 
against me at home. May God bless this page! 

—ALPHA. 

You will notice an article from a young Australian Salvationist on the Young 
People's page, next week, which I believe should afford encouragement to all who are 
troubled over the seeming futility of some of our Open-air work. Donald Webb sees 
its necessity, even in his smug and complacent locality! — Editor. 

I A Scientist and the Bible f 

$ Doctor Howard A. Kelly, a Famous Surgeon of the John ♦ 

* Hopkins University, in Baltimore, Tells How He Met % 

* Criticism of God's Word * 

IF I PROPOSE to study botany, or 
astronomy, or geology, or micros- 
copy, I take an accredited text- 
book and note the rules, and pro- 
ceed with my studies, always with 
the presumption that the rules given 
are right, and that the book is a 
dependable guide; I resolutely shelve 
any preconceived notions of my own, 
and I apply the rules honestly to the 
matters arising for investigation. In 
this way, step by step, I make pro- 
gress and gradually acquire a real 
knowledge of the real science, ever 
finding myself also in hearty accord 
with other , scientists working in the 
same field. 

If the subject happens to be mathe- 
matics, my elective, alas, at college, 
and my weakest point, I would never 
think, while still in the kindergarten 
of this greatest of all the sciences, 
of knitting my brows over all the 
puzzling symbols and appalling equa- 
tions so abundant in 1 the latter pages 
and at once rejecting the book, de- 
claring that it is a piece of blessed 
foolishness, simply because I fail 
utterly to understand it all! 

I reached then this point, "I will 
see carefully just what the Bible 
says of itself, and will accept its 
own dictum as my working hy- 
pothesis in studying it." 

My discovery was as wonderful as 
it was simple and obvious. I found 
that God was named countless thou- 
sands of times in our Scriptures, and 
that the whole atmosphere is that of 
Heaven stooping down to speak to 

earth. To ascertain more directly A heart that never hardens, a tem- 
its claim I looked up "w-o-r-d" and per that never tires, and a touch that 
found it about a thousand times, never hurts. — Charles Dickens. 



There is no book in the world so 
vocal as the Bible! 

He Who gave us the Book identi- 
fied Himself with it, as the creative 
word. "By- the word of the Lord 
were the heavens made; and all the 
host of them by the breath of His 
mouth ... for He spake and it was 
done; He commanded and it stood 
fast" (Psa. 33). Men of old, with a 
more limited Scripture and with 
fewer advantages certainly appre- 
ciated their blessings. Job declared, 
"I have esteemed the words of His 
mouth more than my necessary 
food. 1 " Would that we to-day felt as 
lie did about it! Read now Psalm 
119, to see how God's word, law, tes- 
timonies, counsels, judgments and 
precepts were regarded some three 
thousand years ago. 

In the New Testament I noted 
Christ's declarations, "Scripture can- 
not be broken," and "Till heaven and 
earth pass, one jot or one tittle 
shall in no wise pass from the law, 
till all be fulfilled" Matt. 5). 

And lastly, but chief est of all rea- 
sons, Christ the Son of God is Him- 
self the Word, which started to speak 
of Him when God said, "Let there be 
light," and resumed again in the new 
creation when "In the beginning was 
the Word and the Word was with 
God and the Word was God," and to 
insure the identification, "The Word 
was made flesh and dwelt among us." 

(Next week: Believing is Seeing) 



Amy Tells of a 
Baffling Verse 

AFTER a very busy day I had 
rushed off to Saturday night 
Open-air. Coming - home feeling 
tired and rather discouraged about 
several things, I went to my room, 
and instead of reading my usual Bible 
chapter, I asked for a message from 
God's Word to help me. My Bible 
opened at Ecclesiastes 10, and I read, 
"By much alothjulness the building 
deanjetk" (verse 18). 

That seemed strange; I felt baf- 
iled. 

The verse did not seem to suit my 
case at all. However, I kept it in my 
mind, "By much slothfulness the 
building decayeth." 

Very early on Sunday morning I 
rose from my bed. I always have to 
he downstairs early in order to get 
my work done in a proper manner 
before I start for the Open-air, as 
my life is a very busy one, hut, 
praise God, a very happy one. This 
Sunday there seemed more to do 
than usual; it was ten minutes to 
ten when I went up to dress for 
Open-air. 

"My word, I shall be late," I mur- 
mured. "I think I'll have a good wash 
and change when I come home, and 
just slip niy skirt and tunic over my 
working dress for once." This I did, 
put on my shoes (which owing to my 
very busy Saturday had not been 
cleaned ready for Sunday as usual.) I 
donned my bonnet (didn't stop to 
brush it), slipped on my gloves 
(didn't bother about my finger nails), 
then, snatching up my case with my 
books, I rushed downstairs, not even 
stopping to pray as usual. 

Down the first flight of stairs those 
words came to me, "By much sloth- 
fulness the building decayeth." I stop- 
ped a minute, thought — then turned 
back to my room, took off my things, 
cleaned my shoes, brushed my 
clothes, cleaned my finger nails; 
dressed neatly. Then I got down on 
rny knees and thanked God with all 
my heart for warning me of the first 
steps of slothfulness — neglect of my 
body and my appearance. Now 3 
understood why He ,had sent that 
verse. 

I got to the Open-air that Sunday 
morning at nearly half-past ten; but 
as the sun streamed across me where 
I stood, I thanked God that I was 
found worthy, by His grace, to be 
a follower of Him, and a neat Salva- 
tionist, 

Perhaps this little every-day inci- 
dent may prove useful to some of our 
readers whose lives also are very 
busy ones. 



LAST, BUT BY NO MEANS 
LEAST— 




THIS IS SOMETHING 
THE CHILDREN 
SIMPLY MUST HAVE! 
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WE SINNERS TO JESUS SHALL BRING 



— — A 
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AND THE RESULT? 

Here it is, in Black and White 

ST. JOHN I (Adjutant and Mrs. 
Martin) — We are still advancing the 
"Jesus Way." Local Officers and Sol- 
diers are becoming more keenly 
aware of their responsibilities. A 
spirit of inquiry pervading the Corps, 
is most aptly described in tbe words 
of Commissioner Booth-Tucker: 

What can I do to please Jesus 

to-day ? 
WJutt little gift at His feet can I lay ? 
What would He like best, now let me 

reflectj 
Is there some duty I sometimes 

neglect f 

And the result? 

Bigger and better Open-airs; the 
Band filling up its ranks; twelve 
young hopefuls learning to become 
Bandsmen; an increasing number of 
Company Guards! During the week 
two more seekers were delivered from 
the power of the adversary. — Ser- 
geant Jaybee. 



REACHING PARK CROWDS 

KINGSVILLE (Captain Barrett, 
Lieutenant Turner) — We recently 
had our Divisional Commander, 
Major Sparks, with us for the Sun- 
day morning Holiness meeting, which 
was the commencement of a day of 
blessing. His presence and mes- 
sages were an inspiration, and in the 
night meeting two people sur- 
rendered. 

Many visiting comrades are adding 
to the interest of the meetings and 
we are reaching tbe crowds in the 
park every Sunday with music and 
song. 



VISITORS MADE WELCOME 

Stirring Times at Historic Corps 

TORONTO TEMPLE (Adjutant 
and Mrs, Larman, Lieutenant White) 
— During the holiday season we were 
glad to have Major Hollande, as- 
sisted by Adjutant Robinson, En- 
sign Gage and a number of the 
Women's Hospital Officers for a 
week-end. In the Holiness meeting 
tbe Ensign gave the Bible lesson. 
After a forceful address by the Major 
in the evening, a young man found 
his way to the Altar. 

Adjutant and Mrs. Larman have 
returned from their furlough. Cap- 
tain Pope, a former Soldier of the 
Temple, Is on furlough here. 

The following visiting Officers took 
part in the meeting on Sunday 
morning: Staff -Captain and Mrs. 
Lekson, from Nashville; Ensign Gor- 
don MacGillivray, from Atlanta; 
Commandant Carroll and Adjutant 
Haynes, from Winnipeg. 

We were also pleased to have in 
our midst Colonel Noble, who ex- 
pressed his pleasure at again being 
present in the Temple, after being on 
a long trip to South Africa.- — A. 
Payne. 



YOUTHFUL QUARTET 

Gives Welcome Support 

ARNPRIOR (Captain Cooper, 
Lieutenant Crewe)— On Sunday we 
had with us an instrumental quartet 
from Ottawa III: Bandsmen W. 
Thompson, G. Thompson, A. Dodd, 
and M. West. These young men ren- 
dered splendid service and brought 
much blessing to the people both in 
the Open-air and indoor meetings, not 
only by the playing of their instru- 
ments but by song and testimony as 
well. 

At night the lesson was brought 
to us by Bandsman W. Thompson, 
who is a Higher Grade Corps Cadet 
and an active Young People's worker. 




The Salvation Army will search for 
missing persons in any part of tha globe 
befriend, and as far as possible, assist 
anyone in difficulty. ' *'" 

One dollar, should, where possible, bs 
sent with enquiry, to help defray 
expenses. 

Address Lieut.-Colonel Sims, Men's 
Social Secretary, 20 Albert Street, To. 
ronto 2, in the case of men, marking 
"Enquiry" on the envelope. 

In the case of women, please notify 
Colonel DesBrisay, Women's Social Sec. 
retary, 20 Albert Street, Toronto 2. 



SEEKERS AFTER GOD 
WELLAND (Ensign and Mrs. Cap- 
son) — The week-end meetings were 
conducted by Envoy Weaver of 
Toronto. One person surrendered in 
the Holiness meeting. In the Com- 
pany meeting the Envoy was a great 
blessing. Five young folk found the 
Pearl of greatest price. 

On Sunday night, in spite of the 
warm weather, a good crowd at- 
tended the meeting, There were four 
seekers. Captain Fidler of Windsor 
Hospital took part in recent meetings. 



HELPED WITH MUSIC 

TILLSONBURG (Captain and Mrs. 
Wilder) — On Sunday night last we 
had with us Bandmaster Kipper, 
Sister Mrs. Kipper and their two 
Bandsmen sons from St. Mary's. They 
helped with the music. 

Also present in our meeting were 
Adjutants McLean, Hayward and 
Kettle, who are on furlough. We were 
much blessed by their visit. — A. C. 
Tumbull. 



BACKSLIDER RETURNS 

SEAFORTH (Captain Spicer, Lieu- 
tenant Haskell) — During the Lieu- 
tenant's furlough Brother- and Sister 
Smith, of Trenton, spent two weeks 
here and were of great help in the 
meetings. • Last week-end a number 
of friends from Gait assisted in the 
meetings. Five Open-airs, besides in- 
door meetings, were held. At night 
one backslider returned. 



WOOTEN Mrs. Ellen, nee Ellen Eliza- 
beth Risley. Thought to be In Ottawa, 
Ont. Father anxiously enquires. 

MORRISON, Myrtle May. Last heard 
of In Ottawa, In 1920. "Was overseas as a 
nurse, and came back to Ottawa with 
the 12th Field Ambulance. Mother has 
passed away. Brother, Frank Silvener, 
extremely anxious to locate. 

SP1LLER, Alfred' George — Age 40; 
weight 143 lbs.; medium brown hair; 
blue eyes; fair complexion. Sear on left 
cheelc. Butcher by trade. 

MCPHERSON, John Francis, often call- 
ed Jack. Married. Age 46; height 6 ft; 
-weight 160 lbs.; blaelc hair; blue eyes; 
fair complexion. Place of birth, England. 
WEBER, Arthur, horn In Switzerland, 
1908; left Switzerland three years ago, 
Friends anxious for news. 

ALLEN, James William — Age 31; 
height 5 ft. 2 Ins.; dark hair; dark brown 
eyes; sallow complexion. Birthplace, 
Heckmondwyke, England. Occupation, 
spinner at mill, 18431 

TUDER, Lachance — Age 84 Born In 
Montreal. Parents both dead. Father's 
name, Armenegelle, Lachanoe, Mother's 
name, Aurelie Boia. Trade, shoemaker. 
Last heard of In Montreal. Brother 
enquires. , , . " 

SORENSEN, Elvin Anker Tholstrup- 
Born, Vlntersley Park, Hadsten (Outer 
Sogn), Denmark, 31.12.1905. Tall; fair; 
blue eyes. Farmer. Last heard of June 
30th, 1929, Ont., Canada. 

SYMONS, Richard Henry — Went to 
England with Canadian Anpy; obtained 
a Military Medal at the ^ont. Returned 
to Canada, and lived at 209 Sherbourne 
Street, Toronto. Later address, P.O. BOX 
256 Parry Sound, Ont. Sister enaulrea. 
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HAVE YOU READ IT? 

"GOD IN THE SLUMS" 

By Hugh Redwood 
Over 180,000 Already Sold 
A Wonderful Book. A thrilling story of Salvation Endeavor, recently 
reviewed in "The War Ory." It is written by a London Newspaper 
Editor, who has become a stalwart champion of The Army, through 
seeing its work in operation in the London Slums. The book Is full of 
blessing and inspiration. Your library is by no means complete 

without it 

Paper Cover 35 cents Cloth Cover 65 cents 

(Postage, 6 cents extra) 



THE NEW S. A. SONG BOOK 

EVERY SOLDIER SHOULD POSSESS ONE 

The Prices are: Black Persian, $2.50; Black Persian (smaller size), 
$2.25; Brown Imitation Leather, $2.00 



THE NEW S. A. TUNE BOOK 

Blue Cloth, $1.75; Black Persian Leather, $2.75. Presentation Copies, 
Special Binding, $3.50, postage extra. 



TAILORING and DRESSMAKING— PRICES FOR MADE-TO-ORDER GARMENTS 



WOMEN'S UNIFORMS 

Officers' or Soldiers' Speaker Suits 

L573, Blue Serge $30.00 

No. 8, Blue Serge 84.00 

OFFICERS' AND SOLDIERS* DRESSES 

No. 151, Blue Serge 19.00 

No. 571, Blue Serge 22.00 

No. 154, Blue Serge 24.00 

L573, Blue Serge 28.00 

Tricotlne 28.00 

No. S, Blue Serge 30.00 

Heavy Grey Serge 33.00 

Officers' trimmings extra, according to rank. 

Ladies' extra dress collars, 7Bo. each, plus rank 

trimmings. 

Carrying Charges extra (post or express). 



MEN'S UNIFORMS 




Total for 




Two-Pleeo 


Tunic 


Pants Uniform 


"Campaign" Blue Serge $20.00 


$ 8.50 $38.50 


"Soldiers* Special," Blue 






0.00 S0.00 


Grey A, B 25;00 


10.00 35.00 


C 24.50 


9.50 84.00 


No. 6, Blue Serge 25.00 


10.00 S5.00 


No. 7, Blue Serge ...._ 28.00 


10.50 36.50 


No. 8, Blue Serge 27.00 


11.00 38.00 


Clerical Vest, Blue Serge, Regular 


, $8.50; Special 


Sale Price, $7.00 




Clerical Vest, Red, Regular, $10.75; Special 


Sale Price, $9.00 




Band Trimmings (tunic) $5.00 extra. 



SEND FOR MEASUREMENT CHART. 



WE PROMISE EVERY SATISFACTION 




CANDIDATES—HAVE YOU ORDERED YOUR COMPLETE OUTFIT YET? 
The Salvation Army Trade Department 



Address all orders 
and Enquiries to: 



20 Albert Street, 
Toronto 2, Ont. 
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It is easy in the world to live after tho world's opinion; 
It is easy in solitude to live after our own; but tho 
great man is he who in the midst of the crowd 
keeps with perfect sweetness tho in- 
dependence of solitude. 
— Emerson. 




I should lilto to sug- 
gest the importance of get- 
ting people to see the beauty (some- 
times the tragic, but always tho pro- 
found beauty) of tilings around them; lights in 
the streets, crowds, houses, shop windows, silhouettes 
of buildings, and so forth. — Sir Michael Sadler. 
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Canadian Wheat Homanoe 

Along With One or Two of Its Sister Grasses, Wheat 
Feeds the World 

HE story of wheat goes back into remote ages. In 
some form it seems to have been cultivated by man 
for at least fifteen thousand years. Originally wild, 
it belongs to the family of grasses, of which there are 
some three thousand varieties. Though it has risen in 
the world, it has thus a multitude of poor relations. 
Along with one or two sister grasses, wheat feeds 
the world. On it modern life and civilization are built. 
It is true in a vital sense that a grain of wheat is of 
more importance than all the pyramids. 

One romantic chapter in the history of wheat begins 
with a farm-hand in our own Canada, who, returning 
to his native Scotland, was asked by his master to 
send him a Scotch bonnet. The bonnet was duly bought in Glasgow, but 
before sending it off the farm-hand took a walk through the docks, One 
vessel was unloading wheat. It seemed a fine variety, so he helped himself 
to a handful or two, and sent the grains in the bonnet to Ontario. The wheat 
was sown, but unfortunately cattle got amongst the crop and all but three 
heads were destroyed. These were sown the following year. 

The wheat was christened Red Fife, because of its color and the name of 
the owner of the bonnet. A hard wheat, it came to be the standard crop of 
our country, from which earlier ripening varieties have in later years been 
developed. 

From primitive days man has felt that harvests should not be taken for 
granted. The ingathering has ever been marked by a festival. For those who 
have a stake in the fields the safe garnering is ever a relief, for there is an 
element of uncertainty in all harvests. Thus life of the field, like the life of 
man, is ever a risk. 

Yet seed-time and harvest have not failed. Such is the constancy of 
nature, such is the faithfulness of God, for it is at His bidding, as we like to 
think, that the mute earth gives forth our harvests, and the food that gives 
us life. 




Canada Leads the World in the 
Production of this Commodity 



ASBESTOS is the ash of volcanic 
eruptions which took place thou- 
sands of years ago. The word is 
taken from the Greek, and means 
"unburnable." The world's largest 
deposits are found in Canada. 

Asbestos is easily removed from its 
bed by a crushing- process which . 
yields about one ton of fibre to every 
100 tons of rock. 

In 1900 the production of asbestos 
fibre reached 35,000 tons. Last year's 
output passed 260,000 tons, Its use 
is world-wide, principally for auto- 
mobile brake linings, fire prevention, 
insulation, packings, cements and 
roofing:. 

In the manufacture of shingles the 
fibre is pressed under two stone roll- 
ers weighing 6,000 pounds each. It 



is then mixed with cement, spread 
out and rolled into strips that are 
next cut into squares and submitted 
to about 10,000 pounds' pressure for 
the purpose of extracting all mois- 
ture. Trimming and punching com- 
plete the manufacturing operation. 

When used in a plastic state and 
employed to cover boilers and heating 
pipes, it is estimated that it pays 
its cost every week in the saving of 
coal, a very important matter in these 
days of high-priced "black diamonds." 

Of recent years asbestos has been 
used extensively by the electrical 
trades, and is now found in one form 
or another in every hardware store 
and drug store selling- household ap- 
pliances, It is virtually indispens- 
able in the civilization of to-day. 
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'AKE any bird, and 

put it in a cage, 

And do all thy intent 

and thy courage 
To foster it tenderly 
with meat and drink, 
Of all dainties that thou canst bethink, 
And keep it all so cleanly as it may; 
Although his cage of gold be never so gay, 
Yet had this bird, by twenty thousandfold, 
Liefer in a forest that is rude and cold 
Go eat worms and such wretchedness. 




Renovation is rapidly progressing at tho Houses of ParUament, in the 

Empire's Capital. Spires have been remodelled; architectural effects 

preserved. Here a sculptor is at work, fashioning an exact replica of a 

weather-worn figure 



When Iother-ILidve Was spur 

A Near-Tragedy Which Transpired on the Open Heath 



THERE is a perversity of bird- 
nature no less than of human 
nature. We saw it demonstrated 
on the heath across which we were 
driving to the distant village. Our 
desultory conversation was suddenly 
galvanized into a series' of staccato 
exclamations : 

"What is it?" cried one, as our in- 
terested driver applied the brakes 
with a jerk. 

"Look, over there — aren't they 
sweet?" ejaculated a feminine voice, 
the owner pointing meanwhile to a 
pair of fledglings, toddling quaintly 
along, a few feet from our car. 

They were young kildeer, it ap- 
peared, who, in a venturesome mood, 
had strayed from the seclusion and 
safety of the neighboring pastureland. 

Little recked they of the snares of 
the open heath — of the curious child- 
ren who might molest them, of the 
sinister black crows, who kept unre- 
lenting vigil from the gaunt elm 
hard by, ready the moment the 
mother-bird was off her guard, to 
swoop upon young adventurers. 

As if the mother-bird would ever 
be caught off guard! The poor crea- 
ture was almost frantic over her 
prodigals. 

"Kildee! Kildee!" came her pierc"- 
ing, plaintive call, as she saw the 
strange lumbering shape approaching. 
A car with human beings represented 
something to be dreaded and avoided. 
Her offspring heeded her not one 
whit. They seemed bent upon self- 
destruction. Inquisitively they sidled 
toward the car. The panic-stricken 
mother tried one other expedient. 

Crouching in the grass, she rufHed 
her feathers, and spread her wings. 

"Cluck, cluck, cluck!" It was the 
mother call. Could any offspring of 
Birdland resist that endearing and 
familiar sound. Yes — unbelievable 
as it may seem — they did. And as 
the watchers witnessed this exhibition 
of infidelity on the heath they, too, 



felt the poignancy of that mother- 
bird's grief. 

Mother-love spurned! We burn with 
indignation at the thought. Surely 
our thoughts are akin to those of the 
Apostle when he saw the Master gaz- 
ing, heartbroken', over the Holy City, 
and heard him utter, in compassion- 
ate accents: 

"O Jerusalem, Jerusalem, which 
killest.the prophets, and stonest them 
that are sent unto thee; how often 
would I have gathered thy children, 
together, as a hen doth gather her 
brood under her wings, and ye would 
not!"— Ensign John Wood, Gait. 



WHERE FROM? 

Celery originated in Germany. 

The chestnut came from Italy. 

The onion originated in Egypt. 

The citron is a native of Greece. 

Oats originated in North America. 

The poppy originated in the East. 

Rye came originally fro a. Siberia. 

Parsley was first kno' a in Sar- 
dinia. 

Spinach came from Arabia. 

The sunflower was brought from 
Peru, 

The mulberry tree originated in 
Persia. 

Walnuts ■ and peaches came from 
Persia. 

The horse chestnut is a native of 
Tibet. 

Cucumbers came from the East 
Indies. 

The quince came from Crete. , 

The radish is a native of China and 
Japan. 

Peas are of Egyptian origin. 



The world expenditure on all arms 
is now nearly seventy per cent, over 
that previous to the Great War. 

We stand to-day with nearly 5,500,- 
000 men: actively under arms and 
20,000,000 more in reserve. 



YOUR GARMENTS 

MUST 
BE WHITE AS SNOW, 
PREPARE TO MEET 

YOUR GOD! 
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WHATSOVER THY HAND FINDETH TO DO 




MEN AND THEIR WORK 
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GOOD work has no relation to 
the price paid for it. Whether 
the workman is robbed of his 
hire, as many thousands have been, 
or whether he is much overpaid, ac- 
cording- to the valuations of his age, 
the work of his hands has an eternal 
value. Thing3 done to the best of 
a man's ability do not die. They sur- 
vive in a permanent addition to the 
world's wealth or experience. 

This morning an ocean liner was 
warped into dock under the direction 
of a shore captain, who did his work 
with such skill and satisfaction that 
his spirit infected the men under his 
command. INMxt week that ship will 
leave the dock again, but the shore 
captain' a work of to-day will not be 
destroyed by the removal of evidence 
of his skill. The value of that task is 
added to the true wealth of the world. 
It is every man's duty to do his work 
to the best of his ability, regardless 
of recognition or remuneration. 

"How much does he get?" should 
not be the most-heard question, but 
"What does he do and how does he 
dp it?" It is the high privilege of the 
followers of the Lord Jesus Christ, in 
the present long-drawn struggle to 
secure necessary amenities of life for 
all, to keep the viewpoint before the 
employers and employees of the 
world. 

When it is realized that God is still 
busy, creating order out of chaos, 
striving to spread the light of love 
and knowledge and understanding, 
and that every man, woman, and 
child is called to be a co-partner 
with Him, then the Christian view- 
point of all work is reached and a 
spacious dignity is given to the 
meanest task. 

Who sweeps a room but to His 
will 

Makes that and the action fine. 

Too many regard labor as a nec- 
essary evil instead of a privilege, as 
a condition of living instead of that 
for which man was created and en- 
dowed with powers. It is not easy 



for a man to escape this degrading 
attitude toward work, regarding it 
as something to toe quickly done and 
quickly escaped, when his lot has 
fallen amongst arduous and monot- 
onous occupations. The introduction 
of machinery, for instance, has 
brought about a rapid decay in 
craftsmen's pride. Men and women 
relegated to the repetition of one 
task, and so never able to express 
their individuality, cannot be expected 
to maintain that vital interest in 
their work which sustains the design- 
er and finisher of the most humble 
implement, but it is necessary for 
God's people to keep alive the knowl- 
edge that they being Divinely 
pledged, their work is unto God and 
not unto man. 

This teaching allows of no "ca 
canny" spirit, nor does it fail to lay 
the most serious responsibility upon 
the shoulders of those who use men 
and women as instruments for the 
increasing of their wealth and com- 
fort. Employers as well as employees 
are responsible to God. 

On this Labor Day Salvationists 
should seriously consider their duties 
in relation to their daily occupations. 
They should endeavor to introduce 
their workmates to the exalted con- 
ception of work here outlined. They 
should display as much enthusiasm in 
their employers' interest as in their 
own, and endeavor, as far as possible, 
to check the fallacious idea that hap- 
piness lies outside the workplace, 
which should be fled as a place of 
evil. 

Although ma.ny find themselves in 
difficult circumstances, out of their 
control, they should endeavor to pre- 
serve the highest integrity. Every 
Salvationist should be an apostle of 
reasonableness and goodwill in indus- 
trial relationships, tempering the heat 
of argument with love, and constantly 
reminding his comrades that the 
eternal principles of Truth, Justice, 
and Mercy will never fail to prevail in 
every cause. 



The FOUNDER Speaks 
on Industrial Relationships 

An Extract from The Army Soldier's Regulations 



PERHAPS there is no object that 
influences men more, and that 
hss more to do with the unsettle- 
ment of their lives, the creation of 
misery, and the dragging down of 
the soul to backsliding and ruin than 
the ungoverned desire to be rich, or 
what, amongst the poor or middle 
classes, is known as "improving their 
circumstances." 

The possession o f 
money has its advant- 
ages, doubtless, but at 
the same time it always 
brings with it strong 
temptations to self-in- 
dulgence and sin. 

The Soldier should, "<J 
therefore, be content in 
: that station wherein 
God has placed him, 
making the most of that 
position and of himself in it for 
the extension of His Kingdom. 

This rule applies also to the op- 




portunities which are daily present- 
ing themselves for change of situa- 
tion or residence. In all such cases, 
the Soldier's conduct must ever be 
influenced by the consideration as to 
whether such changes will increase 
or decrease his opportunities for sav- 
ing souls and extending the Kingdom 
of God. 

The Salvation Soldier 
should be the friend of 
all. While seeking the 
interests of his master, 
and having a due regard 
to his own, at the same 
time he is bound to con- 
sider, and, as he has 
opportunity, to promote, 
the welfare of all who 
are working by his side. 
The Soldier should, as 
far as may be possible, 
assist his fellows in their work, teach- 
ing those who are less capable out 
of his knowledge. 





DO IT WITH THY MIGHT! 
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